Chapter One 


The small sailboat shuddered repeatedly as the rumblings 
that shook the nearby Caribbean island tossed the surround- 
ing waters into a froth. Dyke Mellis grabbed the rudder 
firmly and stared in horror at the small piece of land that 
had been his refuge. 

Dark storm clouds hung over the island and occasional 
bolts of lightning pounded the trees and the small settlement 
on the shore. The wind increased and it became even harder 
to keep the boat steady. Dyke lashed on the safety harness 
and tied down the rudder. He looked up at the single sail, 
whistling as it drove the boat deep into the enraged sea, 
then pulling it out amid a groaning of timbers. 

With one hand Dyke tried to bring binoculars up to study 
the fate of the Colombian island that had come to mean so 
much to him. A 

Suddenly a tremendous rumbling began, much stronger 
than before. It was a sound he felt more than heard. As he 
watched, the buildings on the island began to sway. One of 
the tallest cracked and collapsed, Earthquake! A cold terror 
gripped Dyke. ; 

Something began to disturb the sea between his boat and 
the island, The stormy sea quietened for a moment, then 
turned white. Slowly the sea began to rise. Dyke blinked his 
eyes in disbelief and wiped the glasses. He looked again, It 
was unmistakable. A solid wall of water was beginning to 
rise, blotting out the beach and part of the island. In a flash 
the realization hit him — earthquake . . . tidal wave! 

Frantically Dyke worked to free the rudder from its lash- 
ing. He looked over his shoulder as he worked. The wall of 
water had risen some thirty feet and was rushing steadily 
toward him. Finally the lashing knot parted and Dyke swung 
the radder hard over. 


Seconds counted. They were the difference between Mite 
and death. If the deadly thirty-foot wave struck him broad. | 
side it would splinter his craft and him into a thousang | 
pieces, The only hope was to take it head on. Dyke croucheq 
frozen with fear as the small boat slowly turned toward 
the wave. Like a deadly race the boat turned slowly and the 
waye rushed rapidly. It seemed forever, then suddenly the 
monster sea was upon him. 

Vision and sense left him as he felt the heavy mass jerk 
the boat like a match and tumble it up and over. Sea water 
jerked at his arms and legs. It submerged him then freed 
him then submerged him again. His hands flailed each time 
he went under, searching for something to grab on to, 
Finally the cycle ended and he felt the solid grasp of wood 
in his fingers, He cleared his head and tried to focus. 

The tidal wave had passed on, leaving his boat'afloat but 
badly damaged. The mast was gone along with most of the 
rigging. By some small miracle his safety harness was still 
attached to the cockpit winch clew. That had been all that 
had saved him. 

His mind told him to go below and check the damage to 
the hull, but shock and disbelief kept him rooted in the cock- 
pit. That and the instinct that told him that this sturdy boat, 
which he himself had rebuilt, would never fail him, that 
even if the mast and sails were gone the small engine would 
help him make some port. 

He looked back at what was left of Malpelo Island. He 
shook his head. Could he credit his vision that had been 
blurred so Jong or his head that had ached constantly since 
his torture eleven years ago? But what he saw was real. The 
after-effects of the earthquake were still tearing at the island, 
strewing sides of houses, pieces of trees and carts, halves of 
dogs and people into the water, bouncing them around like 
kindling. 

A new fear gripped Dyke. What if Malpelo disappeared 
‘rom the ocean? Where else could a fugitive from the 
i States like Dyke go? He had hidden on that island 

fely all this time, enjoying his existence, nurturing his 
ans to track down the four men who had once been his 
ssociates with a vow to wrest sanity from their minds and 
1anhood from their bodies ~ as they had done to him. 

Dyke looked again. Yes, miraculously, there was still an 
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island there. Criss-crossed by crevices, most of its buildings 
flattened, more a shambles than civilization, the small land 
mass rose from the water. 

Some of the buildings were swaying on their splintering 
foundations; others collapsed, crushing the people who tried 
to rush from them, Still other structures burst into flame, 
dancing their fires against the black sky above and the 
heaving waves below. The few people left alive were running 
one way and then another, going nowhere in their fright. 

All at once Dyke’s mouth dropped open, his eyes catching 
something new, a sight he had never seen before! 

What were those giant creatures that were crawling out 
of the cracks in the earth? Were they animals of some 
strange kind? Were they outsized snakes that had lived deep 
in the ground and were now being torn from their long- 
buried dens? 

But no. Snakes had no flailing legs, no bulging bellies, no 
shapes like — whatever those things were. 

They were insects! The gigantic, elongated things were 
pouring from somewhere deep inside the ground that had 
burst open in great crevices. They were clambering over 
each other to escape their caves or undersea holes or 
wherever else they had lived. They must have dwelt beneath 
the island for thousands of years. They must be a throw back 
to the dinosaurs, 

They looked as big as men .. . no, they were even larger. 
They were huge green monsters with small front legs that 
ended in claws and great hinds legs that resembled those of 
kangaroos, Their -bellies, which seemed to burden them, 
must have been over half their weight. 

Dyke shook his head again, needing to clear his mind, 
hoping to make the demonic mirages disappear. But when 

~ he looked again, the prehistoric beasts were still there, more 
of them every moment. They popped out of the quivering 
ground by the dozens, the hundreds, the thousands. They 
were beginning to cover the island now, to scurry over it 
hungrily, leaping with their hind legs, digging with their 
clawed front ones, Now and then one rose into the air, 
unfolding enormous green wings from its back and soaring 
about before dropping to the earth again. 

Dyke refocused his glasses, studied the creatures with 
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their veined wings, their frightful jaws that moved on 


stantly 

They were praying mantises! 

But their shape was the only thing they had in commor 
with the miniature variety that ran harmlessly over parts g 
the United States. They were monsters — greedy green mop, 
sters! They looked as if they would eat anything they coulg 
catch, chewing it to bits in their enormous jaws. They wer, 
even grabbing for each other, taking nips from other man. 
tises’ legs or heads or bellies, chewing the bites with cannibal 
gourmet pleasure. 

Dyke moved his eyes from the insects to the rolling water, 
The ocean was settling down now, the waves subsiding, the 
foam scattering. The earth too was growing quiet now, some 
of the cracks closing, others settling into canyons never seen 
before, deep cuts that spewed forth the beasts he would 
never believed without seeing them, 

He opened his eyes wider, staring in horrified yet pleasur- 
able fascination as one fissure closed on a bounding barrage 
of hundreds of green bodies, squashing them as they climbed 
wildly to escape it. Some of the mantises were safe but fora 
hind leg they could not pull loose, others had only their 
heads out of the crevice, while still others were caught by 
their middles, their enormous bellies smashed in death as 
the fissure snapped shut on them. Dyke shivered in delicious 
disbelief, fancying he heard the thundering crunch as the 
mantis bodies were crushed flat. ‘ 

But the dead insects were scarcely missed, certainly not by 
the other mantises as they continued their digging and claw- 
ng in the earth in apparent search for food, food, food. 
[hey must have been starving in their underground home - 
erhaps because little food came their way, perhaps because 
here were too many of them for any one to know a full 
‘omach. - 

‘As Dyke started to lower his glasses, he was caught by the 
*w activity that snapped the binoculars back to his eyes. 
ven in his blurred sight, he knew he saw what he thought 
: saw. 
ne of the mantises had cornered a man — poor old Kello 

i, Dykes’s eighty-year-old neighbor who couldn’t run 
jt enough to escape the wildly dashing insect. It flopped 

n onto the ground and began eating him as if he were a 
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fish, a hunk of meat, anything edible. And it did not bother 
to kill him before devouring him. He lay kicking, and no 
doubt screaming, as the green monster ate him alive, 

Dyke stared harder, feeling his stare mount into a growing 
interest that bordered upon fascination, even obsession. 

He muttered aloud, ‘God, what’s happening to me? I’ve 
seen blood before. I’ve stabbed men and drained them of 
their blood. This isn’t new.” 

And yet he realized that it was new to him, seeing a man 
eaten alive. He had never considered human flesh to be food; 
but now it was a feast to this beast that was dining upon old 
Kello. 

He added to himself, ‘How can I be so tied to the sight 
that I can’t look away, that I want to see every bite the 
mantis takes out of old Kello? Why do I want to watch the 
creature as he eats the flesh and sucks up the blood? 

‘I don’t know why. I only know that the feeling is with 
me, is taking me over, is making me enjoy old Kello’s slow 
death. God, I haven’t felt this exhilarated in years, not since 
I lost my manhood and, with it, my genuine joy in living. 
Oh, I wanted to stay alive to get even with the men who 
ruined me ~ but I haven’t known any kind of real excite- 
ment in all this time. I was a boy the last time I felt com- 
pletely alive. Until now. 

‘But now I've got something to live for — because I love 
watching a man being eaten by a monster! Maybe it’s a 
substitute for my lost virility, I don’t know. But I know it’s 
a joy I thought Id never feel again!’ 

One of the insects, the one not eating on the body, 
snapped off the arms and legs, gathered them into his ‘arms’, 
and moved a short distance away to chew the flesh from the 
bones. Old Kello was still living, writhing, trying desperately 
to work the dismembered trunk of his body loose. 

But the mantis atop him was holding the octogenarian 
down with his enormous hind legs, which made old Kello 
Powerless; and the green beast was eating away ravenously 
at the human being, at last biting off the head and mercifully 
ending Kello’s life, popping open that head to claw out the 
brain and stuff the whole of it into his immense maw, chew- 
ing it to bits; then he pounced onto the body cavities, rip- 
ping the man from the throat down and laying the halves of 
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it apart as Dyke felt himself going hot, eager for more 
more flesh and blood. The beast paused to savor the tend 
heart, then moved to the other organs, grabbing out =! 
intestines like a starved animal that has just found a meq, 
Liver and stomach came next, and Dyke seemed 0 tas 
them along with the monster; he had never seen a human 
heart or liver before, nor intestines either. He felt person. 
ally gratified as they disappeared. 

Blood was reddening the white sand, he noted. The beas, 
sometimes ceased his ingesting of the old man’s flesh to suck 
at the blood, to drink it as if it were his water, the only 
means of quenching his thirst. And as more blood ran from 
the body than the beast could swallow between bites of the 

_ flesh, other mantises rushed to him and sucked up as much 
as they could of the brilliant red fluid that old Kello gave 
up before he died — and after as well. 

When the mantis that had torn off the man’s arms and 
Jegs came close again, apparently hoping for another juicy 
part, the second insect gave him a kick with one hind leg 
that sent the outsized creature rolling upon the white sand 
with its red stain. Others of the beasts, even the ones that 
were helping to suck up Kello’s blood, paused to peer at the 
one consuming the man, and seemed not to dare to do 
battle with him. And Dyke saw that this particular mantis 
was half again as large as the rest of them — which, no 
doubt, caused him to be respected by his kind. From that 
moment on, the man beneath him was his meal alone. He 
finish off Kello within minutes. 

Dyke then saw the other people of the battered island ~ 
perhaps eight or ten of them were left alive after the earth- 
quake had heaved and torn apart all semblance of human 
habitation and finally settled into new earth that was 
carved into new canyons - running behind stumps of trees, 
trying to dive into the newly formed ravines, digging undet 
flattened parts of buildings, doing whatever they could to 
find possible hideouts, going wherever they could to avoid 
‘the claws and the ever-moving mandibles of the hungering 
mantises, 

But not a man, woman, or child escaped the grabbing 
hands, the terrific, terrorizing jaws of the great insects. 
One by one the fear-stricken humans were hunted down by 
the orthoptera and eaten to death faster than Dyke had 
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ever seen a cat make an end of a mouse or a chicken of 
a worm. 

He pulled himself up to his full five-feet-two in the boat 
and put down the binoculars for a few seconds, 

He had given, and taken, almost every torture known 
to mankind, he had believed bitterly. He had shot and been 
shot, robbed and been robbed. He had driven slivers under 
fingernails and set them afire. He had pounded nails through 
the hands of bankers to force them to open vaults, He had 
cut off men’s fingers, broken their legs, and run sharp knives 
down their faces, 

He had been heartless, graveless, shameless, in every way, 
so he thought - until now. 

But, God, he had never eaten anybody, nor had he had 
any followers or hirelings who would do it for him. 

Yet now Malpelo was populated by mammoth insects that 
appeared to relish the taste of human flesh! 

Perhaps Dyke could use that amazing, alarming relish to 
his advantage. 

He would be the only person on the island. 

He could be the reigning master of the giant insects... 
couldn’t he? 

Then, in a flash of realization, he went taut, clenching 
his fists. Why should he assume that the mantises would 
spare him — when they were plainly not sparing any other 
human being they could reach with their claws? 

He had always talked to himself, having lived alone for 
so long that he heard no man’s voice but his own, for the 
most part of days on end. 

He said aloud: ‘All right then. I’ll have to find a way to 
live among those green critters and stay alive. I have to. 
This is my first big chance at a strange new way of disposing 
of enemies by a tortured death. The chance must not slip 
away from me.” 

Suddenly he laughed slowly, evily, without mirth or sym- 
pathy, without any feeling except his own gnawing need for 
Tevenge, a revenge that had become the only thing he lived 
for these eleven years. 

Suppose a man — say Dyke Mellis — were to devise a way 
to hold power over the great green mantises with their 
fearsome veined wings, their protruding eyes, their jaws 
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that were never still. What could such a man not do wit 
such monsters as his slaves? ; 

He kept chuckling, mulling the notion in his aching head, 
He asked himself aloud: “What would the four guys why 
left me for dead, back on the miserable wastes of that cati. 
ranch in Texas, do if 1 slipped up on them without any } 
warning, without any noise of any kind, one at a time) 
How would Pete Stuart and Kane Garrister and Ryan Gay 
and Zeb Hillburn feel if a dozen of those awful green 
monsters - or even one of them — jumped on him and 
kicked him to the ground, began to eat off his face, his ears, 
his arms and legs — and then tore his body open and ate out 
his insides?” 

Like him, those men had done their share of torture, he 
knew, The five of them had played God and made judg- 
ments of punishment, chopping off fingers or toes or ears 
before they shot their victims or threw them off cliffs for 
the pure pleasure of watching as the human prey writhed, 
screamed, begged, moaned, and finally gained their horrible 
deaths, 

Would not Dyke’s four enemies beg pitifully, on their 
abject knees, if he came marching at the head of a hungry 
horde of praying mantises that were commanded to devour 
Dyke’s torturers? God, what a devil’s joy that would, be! 
The more he thought about it, the more he determined — 
not to miss it, 

And would not his other potential foes, meaning any 
Jawmen who took out after him for any or all of his heinous 
crimes, be subject to the same remarkable fate? Would not 
the insects on the island kill uniformed officials as easily 
as they would his four erstwhile buddies? That would be | 

unmitigated happiness to him, watching policemen go into | 
a mantis’ maw, piece by piece, down the beast’s throat and 
into the unbelievable belly; Dyke promised himself on the | 
Spot that, if that happened, he would stand by and cheer - 
Joule $0 the cops could not mistake his applause as they 
ied, 


Then, all in a sinister second, Dyke let out a yell of terror. 

«In his eagerness to see the mammoth beasts close-up, he 

had forgotten to try to start his engine and attempt to steer 

his boat a safe distance from the isle. He was dangerously 

near to the scavenging cannibals now, so near that any of 
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them who spied him might leap or fly the short span and 
begin snapping off his body parts one at a time, until he was 
swallowed entirely, disappearing into the bulging belly of a 
giant beast. 

He seized the helm tightly once more, then remembered 
that he had no sail, and that his motor might be unusable 
since the storm. 

He rushed to the engine at the other end of the craft. It 
was intact, though he’d never know how it could be. He 
whirred it once, twice, three times; on the third pull, it 
groaned and growled, purred, took off. He swung the boat 
around, heading toward the open sea. 

But in the next electrifying second he saw that he was 
too late. 

Enormous green legs were bobbing up and down in the 
water beside the boat, trying to mount the side of it. The 
legs were successful at last and were followed by the head, 
the clawing arms, the beating, bounding stomach. 

The mantis was the overlarge one, the beast that the 
others had not dared challenge. 

The great insect could eat Dyke in fewer than a dozen 
bites. And he certainly had that intention. His eyes were 
appraising the man hungrily, his clawed hands moving 
eagerly, his cavernoys mouth working faster every second. 

Dyke knew he was dead if he did not think fast. Thinking: 
quickly had always kept him alive, it must not fail him now. 

He had a gun aboard the boat as always, but he didn’t 
want to’shoot this special insect. Besides, it could well be 
that no bullet on earth would penetrate that thick hide, a 
virtual shell. So Dyke popped into his cabin, grabbed the 
heaviest of his nets woven of rope and flexible steel, the 
kind he used to snare wild animals in the Colombian jungle 
when he wanted them alive. He had learned the art of 
lassoing as a boy, and it had served him well, more than 
once. 

He flung the rope around and around his head, aiming it 
at the advancing mantis. The great protruding eyes seemed. 
to see it coming, and the arms reached out to fight the 
enclosure. But Dyke had snared things even larger than this 
fearsome beast. And he could not afford to miss, not if he 
valued his head. 

He dropped the net over the mantis neatly, immobilizing 
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the maddened mammoth, making it his Prisoner in op} 
few moments, He pulled the rope tight, fastened it i 
windlass and wound it tighter yet, securing the Tope a 
iron clamps. God, it was lucky that the storm had fis 
a few things on deck and the contents of the cabin. 

Triumph made him confident, daring, ready to test 
plans that were formulating in his mind. Even the Constay 
ache in his head did not disturb them. 

If he could tame this one insect, teach it to respect hin 
and follow his commands, then he could tame others, may 
them a powerful force to do his evil bidding. He could tak 
his vengeance upon his four enemies at his own will an 
pleasure. 

But how did a man go about taming a creature such y 
this? 

He told himself: ‘How? Why, with food, of course! Every 
living thing understands the power of food given and re. 
ceived. In a few days, or maybe weeks, this mantis could 
be following me around without any damned harm to me 
at all. It could be begging for food that it knew nobody but 
me had the wish or willingness to give it.” 

He leaped back into the cabin and ran down to the galley, 
He had meat there, an almost endless supply; the foot of 
water that the storm had washed in had not reached it. He 
always snared or shot many times what hi freezer on the 
island would hold; he was forever oversupplied. He liked it 
that way because it allowed him to take things easy when 
he wanted to, spend a week or a month sleeping in the 
sunshine of the isle or letting his boat drift over the calm sea. 

He seized two hindquarters of a puma he had shot a few 
days ago. They were in the battery refrigerator but not yet 
in the freezer. They would be thawed and ready to meet the 
mantis’s almost insatiable appetite. 

He ran back upstairs and unwound the rope, working 
behind the beast’s back so his actions could not be glimpsed 
by those eerie eyes; he knew he must toss the meat into the 
snare without letting the insect out. When the opening was 
wide enough, he flung the two slabs of puma meat close 

- to the mantis’s jaws. Then he retightened the net. 

Instantly the immense creature was upon the animal flesh, 
cramming it into his maw with his clawed hands, crushing 
even the bones. While Dyke watched with proud approval, 
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believing that this handout would satisfy the great green 
being’s hunger pangs for the moment, the thing swung 
about and met Dyke’s gaze with its own, extending its grab- 
bing hands for more, tearing at the ropes that imprisoned 
it, biting the snare when Dyke did not immediately produce 
more food. 

Dyke felt certain that the snare would hold the beast. 
But he wanted this mantis to depend upon him personally, 
to respect and appreciate him, eventually to follow his 
orders; he hoped to train the wild creature to kill and eat 
four men, the four who had rendered Dyke less than a man. 

He brought another load of meat, all he could drag be- 
hind him from his galley refrigerator. Then he lugged a 
third load and a fourth. At last the insect sat back on its 
hideous green feet, its belly distended beyond belief, its jaws 
finally quiet. The bulging eyes seemed to look upon Dyke 
with friendliness, and the head drooped lazily before it 
bobbed down against the body. Resting upon its own feet 
and stomach, the monster slept. 

Dyke felt a kinship to the untamed thing. Perhaps it was 
because he felt that this was the first time the mantis had 
ever had its hunger satisfied in full. And Dyke had known, 
countless times, what it was to be hungry and have nothing 
to eat. He remembered that when you hungered enough, 
nothing was of importance except food. 

It could be that when this mantis awoke, it would be 
inclined to feel companionable toward the man who had 
filled its belly with meat. 

But of course Dyke could not take that chance. He would 
take the snared beast to the mainland and into the jungle 
by dangling meat ahead of it. He had a shack there with 
food to spare, where he often spent a few nights when he 
was tired of the isle. - 

If the proffered food did not make this beast his friend, 
deeply devoted and eager to serve him, then he would have 
to try to make himself inedible in another way. . 

He had tried many different baits to snare jungle animals 
that had not worked — because the taste was unpleasant to 
the palates of wolves and pumas and monkeys and other 
Colombian creatures. He would test the possibilities until he 
discovered one that a giant mantis, newly popped out of the 
ground in an earthquake, would not sample, not even sniff. 
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If he could eventually put together such a Concoctig 
something so foul that this beast would not eat him Yh 
the stuff was smeared over his body and his clothes, th, 
he would be safe to return to Malpelo and live among 4 
mantises there, to start training a few of them to wreak} 
yengeance when he decreed that the time had come. 

He told himself: ‘God, if any man anywhere ever deservy 
to take his revenge and enjoy the taking, it’s me. Those luy 
guys did everything to me that their lousy minds cou 
dream up to kill me slowly, horribly; a weaker man wou 
haye been as dead as they believed me to be when they leh’ 


Chapter Two 


In divers ways it seemed as if Dyke had never experienced 
any life before his existence on the Colombian isle of Mal- 
pelo. He knew the sights, the sounds, the smells of the 
unambitious, undisturbed, unangered people of the island 
as they had been before the tidal wave and the quake that 
followed it. He had felt at home among them. Yet he was 
able to avoid much visiting with them, and to escape their 
company entirely if he so desired, by spending an hour or 
a day or a week aboard his houseboat or in his shack on 
the mainland. He had tried to tell himself a thousand times 
that he would sometime force his mind to put aside the past 
and become content in the present and the future, eating to 
live and living to eat, as did the other island people. 

He had fished with them sometimes, joined their im- 
promptu festivities infrequently, matched his Texas-border 
Mexican to their South American Spanish, and had shared. 
a few meals with Kello Wanni; poor old Kello, so lately 
chewed to bits and swallowed into the maw and belly of the 
great creature now asleep in Dyke’s net on the deck, had 
been his one friend on Malpelo. 

But he had always known, as he knew at this moment, 
that his bitterness could never be erased, nor even lessened, 
by any happy present or future. Only revenge could perform 
that miracle. 

Losing money was an unhappy thing, to be sure; Dyke 
had lost more of it than most men ever possessed. And tor- 
ture was another unbearable memory; no man’s mind could 
forget the viciousness Dyke had suffered, especially when it 

= sty ever-present headaches and impaired eyesight in its 
wake, 

But dismemberment was the real gall of it all — the un- 
forgettable, unforgivable depth. He cared little about the 
2 7 


scars on his shoulders and back and buttocks 
healed in raw red ripples; he could even ignore 
zagged seams across both cheeks that never faileg ,°% 
horrified stares from passersby the first time they say 

He had other attributes for hi fa 

going for him, as far ag 
went. He was proud because his deep-set eyes, mes 
ing gray that their molten steel used to knuckle vic, ad 
their grovelling knees, looked as good as they ever faa, 
knew that his shoulder-length hair was so silky, so jet bi,; 
that all Malpelo had admired it. He was fiercely pleased ‘4 
his hard chin was never relenting, never repentant. 

But he had fought his will power when he undressey 
every night of these loathsome eleven years, to keep hi 
eyes off the rest of his body. He hated himself, as he despisy 
his would-be killers, because he could never be a man, neva 
know a woman's love, never marry, never father a child, 

Castration was for animals. So a eunuch was not man, ng 

. Woman, not even human. It was nothing, most of all to itsel, 

Lost manhood could never be regained, and it could neve 
be fully atoned for. But it could be avenged. And it woul 
be. 


He had known, all the time, that it had to be. 

The black hatred that had seethed within him so desper. 
ately long could take him back, any moment he chose to let 
it, to that pasture in south Texas where he had survived 
murder because he had been found and helped — and also 
because he willed himself to live for the sake of vengeance 
upon his destroyers... 


They had been young then, all five of them, just past being 
boys; homeless dropouts from society and from life. Ranging 
in age from twenty to twenty-five, and they banded together 
in the south of Brownsville, Texas, making the river and its 
two borders their hangout, outwitting cops for the hilarious 
hell of it, swimming the Rio Grande as they chose, crossing 
the river at spots far removed from the border guards. They 
had made their trips in the middle of the night, and they 
had robbed the bars and flea markets of Matamoros for their 
food and drink and a few pesos in their jeans. All of them 
had been jailed at least once, but they had never missed 
breaking out or being broken out by the others, to roam free 
and steal again. 
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Dyke had run away from home when he was fifteen, after 
a knife fight with his dad; he'd hoped to read in the next 
day’s paper that the old man was dead, but his father had 
recovered, Dyke never went home again. 

He met the other conspirators one night in an abandoned 
fruit shed when he ducked out of a motorcycle cop's way. 
The five of them had teamed up within days. 

Zeb Hillburn and Kane Garrister, both blond young men 
with storm-tossed blue eyes, had lived their lives by their 
vicious wits — in Dallas, Laredo, San Antonio, as members 
of death-dealing boy gangs, killing rival street fighters by 
chain flinging, by quick-draw shoot-outs, by strangling their 
opponents or breaking their neck with bare hands, Tough 
was what Zeb and Kane were and what they aimed to stay. 

Ryan Gaut was half Indian by blood and all Navajo reser- 
vation by cunning quietness. He was the oldest, the twenty- 
five year old, a year Dyke’s senior. 

Pete Stuart was the really mean one. He was from an 
eastern ghetto somewhere, white enough to pass but goug- 
ing out the eyes of any man — or woman - who called him 
anything but black. He had never known kindness, never 
asked for it; he did not know what it was, in Dyke’s esti- 
mation. His best leisure activity was chopping small animals 
to bits or maiming children who came close enough to him 
to get their arms twisted in the sockets or their leg bones 
broken. 

It was Pete who jolted the lot of them out of their 
lethargies one morning when he said, ‘I don’t know about 
you damn whiteys. But I’m sick in’ tired of penny-ante stuff. 
T’m takin’ out to get me some bread that’ll buy somethin’ 
big. You damn whiteys can come along or not, suit your- 
selves.” A 

The other four sat up, waiting for him to go on. He 
waited too, obviously wanting them to say yes or no. 

Finally Dyke asked, ‘What'd you aim to stick up to get 
your big wad of bread?” 

Pete’s gaze was as cool as it was cruel. ‘Like I tole you, 
nothin’ measly any more. And nothin’ that will get a cop’s 
bullet between your eyes if you bash in a guy’s head and 
walk away with a million dollars he has hid somewheres, A 
million, mebbe two million, and every dollar of it easy and 
safe to pick up, that’s what I’m takin’ this time.” 
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Zeb’s mouth twisted in sarcasm. “You jest ai 
Dixie, man. Ain’t no million bucks nowhere with iy 
and security guards and a fist fulla cops war httt 

Kane seconded the skepticism. ‘Me and Zeh\!%, 
about them things. God, we oughta. We been ki 
old ladies’ brains and snitchin’ their pocketbook “i 
lives. And we never got more’n fifty, mebbe a i al 4 
we was lucky. You go higher and you get life, bat 
I don’t want to serve no more time in that Mex fa b, 
with them cockroaches crawlin’ on me.’ 

But Dyke said, ‘Shut up, alla you. If Pete's got 5, 
thing going, let's hear what it is. I’m fed up on gen, 
nowhere. I’d like a fifth of a million in my pockets’ 

Ryan, the quiet Indian, said softly, ‘Me too. I'd like toy 
able to buy stuff no reservation never even seen,’ 

Dyke urged, ‘Okay, get to it, Pete. Who’s holding al thy 
easy dough for us to pick up?’ 

Pete took charge at once, plainly pleased to head thy 
discussion that held such potential importance to them a 

‘Like I tole you, it’s bread for the takin’, nothin’ to 
A cuz of mine got outa stir last week, come by my pad lig! 

night. Said his cellmate in Huntsville had a ranch neighbor, 
up north a ways and close to that million-acre Reddin 
Ranch, you know. Said his cellmate’s gramp used to be pal 
with the old goat. Said he was eighty-five or ninety, kept all 
his bread at home in a safe in the cellar, couple million 
or so.’ 

: Dyke was leaning forward with Pete’s every word, the 
same as the others. But’ he commented drily, ‘We could 
waste an old man easy. We could find any safe in anybody's 
basement. But what’d we do then? Nobody here knows how 
to crack a safe.’ 

Pete stood up, waving his hands to stall the others’ echo- 
ing protest. ‘7 can blow a safe, didn’t you damn dopes know 
‘that? Learnt all about it from asmart black that had been 
doin’ it for years, down El Paso way. He gave me a bottle 
of glycerine. I got it bedded down in cotton, ‘nuff to blow 
a bunch of safes, some clay to mix up and hold it down, 
little bitty battery thing to set it off and blow the door of 


the safe all to hell. Anybody know any damned easier waY 
‘to get bread than that?” 


Dyke queried, still unconvinced, ‘How come your cousin's 
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pot already up there after that dough?” 

The colored man snorted, “Oh, old cuz he’s soft in the 
head. Says he’s waitin’ for his cellmate to get outa stir next 
month, so they can go after it together — on account of 
they're such damn good buddies. Says the cellmate's got the 
combination to the safe, his gramp give it to him. But us, 
we don't need no combination from nobody, not when I'm 
all smarted up on safe-blowin’. All right now, what about it, 
you dumb whiteys?* 

Zeb said, “It sounds more like you're whistlin’ Dixie now, 
man 

Dyke sald, “Then we better get with it, Some wacky 
warden might decide to turn your cousin's celimate loose 
® couple weeks early. I say we better load up and take off 

w, lay it on old moneybags tonight." 

amt agreement from the other four set them 
They threw their few clothes into the trucks 
the old “SO Ford they had pooled their meager 
bey, along with their tins of meat and beans, 
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Dyke asked, ‘Are you positive he's rich, Pete? T mea 
would a real millionaire, even a ditty old coot like him, y; 
without lights und read by a Jamp?” 

Kane replied to the question. ‘Yeah, some of 'em wou 
We seen plenty of fellas tryin’ to make other guys thi 
they was broke when they was loaded, ain’t we, Zeb? 

Zeb nodded. And Dyke countered, ‘Then what the hey 
good is his dough doing him?” 

Ryan said quietly, ‘Some people just like to look at money, 
1 think maybe I will, anyway for a day or two." 

Pete spoke with his customary authority. ‘All right, yoy 
whiteys, I'm ringin’ the bell and you guys is all standiy 
behind me. We jump him together, roll him around on the 
floor for a while, mebbe knife him a little for damn kicks 
before we kill him.’ 

Kane added, ‘Yeah, sure, Cut off his ears, huh? Ever see 
a guy with both ears cut off? Hey, Zeb, you remember 
when we wacked off the ears of that kid in Dallas one night, 
the way he run around and hollered with blood runnin’ 
down his face?" 

They all chuckled noiselessly at the picture. 

Then Dyke asked, ‘What if the old coot offers to open the 
safe if we don’t cut his throat?” 

Zeb jeered, ‘Ain't nobody gonna do that, you damned 
idiot. And if he did, we'd hafta waste him anyway, after 
we slice him up for a few hours, cut him to pieces slow 
enough to let us enjoy it. Anybody we let go after we'd got 
the dough, he couldn't call the cops fast enough. 

Pete motioned them all to silence, stepped up to the door, 
ran his hands up and down the frame. Finding no bell, he 
knocked loudly once, twice, three times. 

They heard shuffling steps coming down the long, un 
carpeted hallway. Then the door opened and the stooped, 
shriveled old man squinted into the darkness at the young 
faces that filled his doorway. 

“Who's it? What you want? Who's it, I say?! 

Pete told him sharply, ‘Unlock the screen, old whitey. 
‘We'll show you who we are and what we want once we get 
into your house.” 

‘No!’ The old man began to back away from the door. 
“You're a bunch of hoodlums, that’s what you are. I can 
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hoodlams when T see ‘em. You're not going to... T won't 
Jet you wetinand,,,* 

Wut Pote was too quick for the old codger, He whipped 
outa knife and cut the screen wire, reached in and uny 
hooked the sereen, banged the door aguinst the wall before 
old Shick! could stan it tight In thelr faces, 

In the second that they all burst through to overpower 
the shaking old man, Dyke thought, Giod, he hasn't got a 
chance. One of us could kick him down and stomp him to 
death with one foot, E could, without anybody's help... 
God, | wish Pd found out about the dough all by myself 
‘and come here without the other guys. If there's really @ 
wad in the old coot’s basement, it could have been all mine 
if | were alone... oh, well, maybe there'll be five million, 
so we can have a million bucks apiece, | wonder what it'd 
be like to hold a million dollars in your hands and know it 
was all yours if you didn’t get caught... and we won't get 
nabbed by anybody’s dumb cop. We're young and smart and 
fast. We'll be gone from here and off in some foreign 
country before anybody misses old Shield. We'll hot-foot it 
to Mexico or Africa or somewhere. God, I never had any 
real money in all my damned life. . . 

Zch ran ahead of the others and knocked the old man to 
the floor, kicking the wind out of him with a boot in the 
belly, Kane gave a whoop of fiendish pleasure as he plowed 
a second kick into the prostrate form's groin, The old man 
groaned, twitched, lay still. 

Pete bellowed, ‘Hey, you damned whiteys, don’t you know 
better'n to kill him right off? Don’t ever wanta do that, 
Cuttin’ your guy up is half the damned fun, sometimes all 
of it = if he ain't got no bread for you to steal.’ He leaned 
close, pummelied a fist into the old man’s face, first on his 
nose, then on his mouth. Blood gushed from both wounds, 
spreading red down the soiled shirt, the wrinkled pants the 
old man wore, "Hey, you damned old whitey, You still alive?” 

There was no answer, But Pete gave his own reply: ‘Sure 
he's breathin’. And he’s bleedin’, You don’t bleed this much 
if you ain't alive,’ 

Kane asked, ‘Anybody wanta cut off his ears? I like car 
cuttin’, Never will forget that Blitz Gang captain we snipped 
the ears off of, when I was a Tiger Kid in Big D.’ 

Ryan urged softly, ‘I never secn ears cut off, Go ahead 
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and doit, let me see if I like it as well as you do,’ 

Zeb chimed in, ‘I wanta cut off one of ’em, Tell me wh, 
you’re ready. We'll do it together, like we was dame 
machines on an assembly line.” 

They snapped open switchblade knives that gleamed jn 
the half light, their edges razor sharp. At Zeb’s nod, bot, 
knives flashed fast, once, perfectly timed and executed, The 
unconscious old figure writhed, half sat up, gasped, fey 
silent once more, then dropped back unconscious. The 
severed ears dropped beside him, sliced off so precisely that 
no part remained; only the ear holes showed in the head that 
surged fresh blood onto the face, the throat, the clothes, 

Dyke said, ‘Let’s finish him off and go for the dough. I'm 
itching to get my hands on that green stuff.’ 

But Pete shoved him back savagely, knocking him against 
the corner of a table, bringing pain to his thigh. ‘Shut up if 
you don’t we can get outa this old buzzard.’ He squared 
off for a second, meeting Dyke’s gaze directly, ‘Whatsa 
matter, whitey? You goin’ chicken on the fun of slicin’?’ 

Dyke stiffened, holding his fists back from his soaring 
need to smash Pete’s face in. Whishing open his own switch- 
blade, he slapped the old man’s hand flat on the floor and 
whacked off all five fingers at the first joint. Now, spurred 
by the sight of the blood of his own slashing, he sent the 
blade singing five times again, this time lobbing off the 
fingers and thumb/ at the second joint. Steaming hot now, 
roused to the full joy of cruelty, he cut the stubs one by 
one, leaving the hand fingerless. 

He reached for the other hand but Kane beat him to it, 
using Dyke’s exact torture on it. The other boys were slash- 
ing the face, carving Xs on the cheeks, long bleeding lines 
on the forehead. Ripping off the old man’s clothes, they 
attacked the body, vying with each other in inflicting their 
stabs, cutting into the flabby skin of the stomach and chest, 
chopping with their knives as if they were butchers with 
animal carcasses. : 

Pete whooped, ‘Betcha I can stick his damn heart, Wanta 
bet a buck on it, anybody?” 

Kane countered, ‘Betcha I can too, if you can.” 

Ryan said softly, ‘Not much use now. He’s dead,’ 

Zeb shouted, ‘What the devil we care about that? Damne¢- 
cuttin’ is what we like!’ And he drove his blade into the 
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stomach and thighs again. 

Pete’s knife shot downward too, sank deep, to the hilt. 
“Think I got his heart this time, damned old whitey. You 
wanta be sure, Zeb?" 

‘Yeah, sure do.’ Zeb’s blood-reddened knife followed 
Pete’s into the heart section and stabbed as deeply, bringing 
forth wild cheers of glee from the other victors in this un- 
equal war. 

They kept on stabbing and slicing the body, though they 
all knew that the old man was now lifeless, The bleeding 
was lessening, and there was no breathing, no movement, 
no sign of anything but death. Yet the boys cut on, loving 
the cutting, living it, carving the old form until the arms 
and legs were half severed, the body a mass of slashes that 
were drying into massed cakings of dark red. 

Exhausted at last by their emotional arousal in the killing, 
the boys fell back, wiping their bloody knives on the old 
man’s clothes, on the chairs, on the divan. Blood ran red 
upon the floor, and all the boys were splashed with the bright 
drops that had flicked upon them with the stabbings. 

Dyke queried, ‘Is everybody ready to go for the dough 
now?’ 

And he thought, God, I hope there is dough here some 
place. If there’s not, we wasted the old coot and wore out 
our own butts for nothing. 


Chapter Three 


Amid half-crazed shouts of greed for go 
rushed toward the open stairway that 
Ramming each other for space on the 
half tumbled to the lower floor. Like scat 
began throwing papers and pictures and 
madly, poking furiously for the safe, the 
for which they had tortured and killed. 
Peter yelled, “Where the hell's it hid 
tired of waitin’ to get my mitts on it.” 
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can tell they aren't about me either. All right then. As some- 
body once said, unhappy circumstances threw us together 
and here we are, 

Pete settled himself before the safe, took his bottle of 
glycerine out of its box of cotton, and carefully, very care- 
fully, poured the liquid into the cracks around the door of 
the treasure-hold. Then he spit into a can of moist clay from 
his hip pocket, stirred it with his finger, and molded it over 
the dripping glycerine, into the cracks around the opening 
of the safe. From his other pocket he took a small stick of 
dynamite and a battery, hooked together and powered to 
trigger an explosion. 

“Back, you guys!” he yelled. 

The four boys pulled away from him. He lighted the fuse 
that he had strung across the room and watched it hopefully, 
his eyes glowing brightly as the minute streak of fire shot 
toward the safe, 

Three of the boys crouched into a corner, their eyes barely 
above the pile of boxes that fronted for them. But Dyke was 
on his feet, fascinated, This was a wrinkle he wanted to 
watch close-up; you could never tell when a fresh approach 
would make you a fortune or save your life. If your whole 
existence was planned toward crime in its wildest, splashiest 
way, then you had better stay on your toes every minute you 
liked. Dyke had never failed to do exactly that, and he had 
no present intention of changing the pattern, 

If the room blew up with the safe, none of them would 
ever know it. But if things:went the way Pete expected 
them to, the door would explode off and they'd have their 
money... God, money! 

The flame reached the dynamite. 

Dyke felt his heart pounding, his throat drying. 

He saw that Zeb was no longer confident. He was as 
scared as the rest of them. Even the black man’s eyes held 
veiled terror. 

But Dyke knew that Pete dared not back away, dared not 
show in his actions the fear he felt. He had to stand closet 
than the others, had to pretend that there was no doubt of 
success. 

s-s-s~§-S-S - S-S-S - CONTACT! 

Bang! 

Blow! 
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Years of dust rose from the safe, the walls, the 
basement. It filled the room, crowded Dyke's throat Wi 
choking, coughing, spitting. 

Then he saw the door of the safe drop off witha clatter, 
thud that seemed to shake the house on its foundation, racy, 
ing the basement from end to end. At last the dust began 4, 
settle. The safe was still there, as safe as a safe should be, 

The five of them made a frenzied leap toward it, Pe 
reached it first with Dyke close behind him, 

The opening revealed a safe of unbelievable proportions, 
built like a bank vault and as large as many. There was su 
space that many men could crawl through the opening an 
into the concrete room. 

And the young burglars did. One after another, they 
crammed themselves through the hole made by the blown 
door until they sat upon the dirty floor and stared at each 
other in amazed, overwhelming happiness. 

Orange crates were stacked about the inside walls of the 
vault, each of them piled full of stacks of bills in neat 
bundles, There were tens, twenties, fifties, hundreds, 
thousands. 

Dyke had never seen a hundred-dollar bill before, much 
less a thousand. He picked up one of each and fingered them 
gently, reverently. Then he raised them to his lips and kissed 
them. ‘God, they’re beautiful!’ he breathed. 

Pete was grabbing handfuls of the money, filling his 
pockets. Ryan was holding a fifty in his hands loosely, as 
though he dared not squeeze it too tightly lest it tear from 
his grasp and fly out the window. Zeb and Kane were clown- 
ing it up, sticking bills in their mouths, up their noses, into 
their ears. 

Dyke thought, we're all different, all being ourselves ina 
situation that is so big, so incomprehensible that we are 
reverting to whatever our special nature is. We're still numb 
from the sight of all this money. We didn’t dare believe it- 
and yet here it is. 

He said, ‘Have we got time to count it here, or had we 
better load it up and carry it upstairs and then get outa here 
fast, before some friend or neighbor of old Shield comes by 
and finds him?” 

Pete directed, ‘I’ll decide what we'll do, Dyke. This was 
my idea — and I'll give the orders about it.” 
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Ryan said, ‘It can’t be as much money as Pete said it was. 
Nothing that good could ever happen to me. No Navajo 
reservation boy as poor as me ever got a fifth of whatever 
this is.” 

Pete issued his orders: ‘Listen to me good, you whiteys. 
We stash this bread in the car and head for the Redding 
Ranch. We drive so far into it that nobody’ll ever find us. 
It’s so damn big that plenty of guys have got lost and died 
there, or lost their minds before anybody found them in 
them million acres of pasture and stuff.’ 

Dyke queried, ‘Don’t they have guards at the ranch, at 
every gate, so you can’t get in?” 

Pete shook his head. ‘You think I’d be taking us there if I 
didn’t know it was all right, you damn dummy? No, they 
don’t have guards any more. Used to be, they didn’t want no 
visitors, my cuz said. But nowadays they like to show off 
their big fine cattle and their prize race horses. Cuz said it’s 
wide open, only cattle guards are there — and they don’t keep 
nobody out, just a slug of pipe in the openings in the fence. 
Said there’s security guys at the house and at the race-horse 
barns and special pastures where the best cattle are, lights 
there too. But I don’t aim for us to go near them places. 
We're gonna head in with our own lights off and keep goin’. 
When it’s daylight, we'll go back even farther. Or mebbe 
we'll hightail it to Mexico soon as we’ve got a little sleep. 
Anyway we’ll count the bread then.” 

Zeb said, ‘Yeah, man. First thing we’re gonna do when we 
stop is count the loot.” 

‘Not till mornin’,’ Pete ordered. ‘We’re not gonna turn on 
no flashlights in that pasture — and don’t nobody try to or 
T'll beat you to death! We ain’t gonna have nobody trackin’ 
us no vaqueros or school kids or nobody — because we gonna 
be all dark. Come daylight, we'll count the bread and divvie 
up.’ " 

Ryan asked softly, ‘You sure you won’t get us lost, Pete? 
I keep rememberin’ that you said men had got lost and died 
in the wilderness of that big old ranch. I hate the reser~ 
vation, but it sure would beat gettin’ lost and starvin’ in a 
pasture,’ 

Peter waved his hands, ‘When you damn whiteys gonna 
learn that I’m the boss on this thing and I know what I’m 
doin’? Hell, I worked on thatranch for a couple years, wh 
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I was big as a pound of soap. Come down here from New 
York to visit my cuz and worked there a while. I know my 
way around the place. Now will you damn dummies shyt 
up?’ 

They shrugged their acceptance, began carrying and 
shoving the boxes toward the opening of the safe, They left 
no fingerprints since all wore gloves. And they said little ag 
they pushed the boxes into the basement room, carried them 
up the stairway, finally stowing them in the trunk of the car, 
covering them with the filthy old blankets they kept back 
there to conceal their ammunition. 

Dyke thought, God, we're secure. It’s only one-thirty in 
the morning. We’ll be away from here and deep into the 
Redding Ranch hours before morning. We can hide out 
there and get some sleep, wake up and count the dough, split 
it up like Pete says. 

And then he paused beside the car with two stacked boxes 
in his arms, his head whirling, flaming, planning without 
knowing exactly why, reeling with the possibilities that he 
feared, that he had no wish to harbor — but could not tum 
loose from his mind. 

There had to be over a million here. Maybe there was as 
much as two million. What could one man do with all that 
dough, if he didn’t have to share it? God, he could do any- 
thing he wanted to, as long as he lived! 

A man with two million dollars cash could go anywhere 
in the world, get to a foreign country and take a new name 
and maybe dye his hair, think up a thousand ways to disguise 
himself so no cops could come snooping and try to make a 
deal to extradite him. He could spend his dough a bill at a 
time - or more, since the old man surely didn’t have any 
marks on the money — and never let anybody know where he 
got his fortune. He would have it made — and, God, what a 
life he’d have! 

Was there any chance that one of the five of them, say 
the one named Dyke Mellis, could get away with taking the 
whole batch of loot? 

He went breathless at the thought, the possibility, the 
deepening desire of it. He was the smartest of them all, he 
‘was positive he was. If any of them could outwit the others, 
he could. He’d been bright in school, skipped out when he 
was a senior in high school at fifteen. He spoke good English, 
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the only one of the five who bothered to try. The others were 
so stupid that they'd likely get caught with their share if they 
divided up the money, They'd be grabbed and arrested; 
they'd be executed, more than likely, Texas still loved her 
good old death penalty, Supreme Court or not. And in Texas 
the Rangers tracked down suspects who gave themselves 
away, if local police couldn't do it. 

But Dyke had brains; he’d always known he had. He’d 
pulled robberies ever since he could remember — and he’d 
never gotten caught. He’d beaten up guys and never had 
them find out who he was, He'd tortured neighbor kids to get 
their paper money when they collected; he’d worn a sack 
over his head and changed his voice - and nobody had ever 
suspected him. 

He could manage the rest of his life fine — if he could ger 
the money away from the other four men. 

He was roused to reality when Ryan said, ‘Hey, Pete, I 
sure hate to wait till mornin’ to know how much we got. 
Can’t we count some of it before we leave here?” 

Pete gave the Indian a half smile. ‘Glad to see you finally 
found out who was boss here. Tell you what, whiteys. One 
of you keep a box up in the car with you. All the boxes look 
like they got about the same amount of bread. So one of you 
stash a box on the floor of the back seat and sit down there 
and count it as we go along. There’s a flashlight back there 
get under the blanket and add it up.” 

‘They all shrieked their delight. Dyke dropped one of his 
boxes into the trunk and the other one onto the floor of the 
car. He sat down beside it, with Kane beside him. Ryan and 
Zeb rode up front with Pete. 

It took them thirty minutes to count the contents of the 
box three times, each one taking a turn at stacking the bills. 
When they were done, Kane said, ‘You guys rememberin’ 
how many boxes we got in the trunk, and how much it 
means if they got what this one’s got?” 

The boys in the front seat nodded solemnly. For the first 
time since they started this spree of breaking and entering, 
murder, safe cracking, and robbery of an eccentric old 
millionaire’s savings, not oné of the boys smiled. 

Then Ryan asked, ‘How... how much?’ 

When Dyke and Kane did not reply at once, Pete bel- 
lowed, ‘You deef back there? He ask you how much. I’m 
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sick in’ tired of you sittin’ back there, countin’ and 
blin’. Spit it out — how much?” me 

Dyke found his voice and came out of his daze 
‘We've got at least two million bucks.” y 

The colored man fell back against the seat, loosing , 
hold on the wheel, letting the car veer toward the ditch ,. 
wrestling it back in the nick of time. ‘God Almighty, ay 
that somethin’ now! How much is that apiece for e 
Meeting silence, he ordered, ‘You figger it and tell us by, 
much apiece, Dyke.” 

Dyke said at once, ‘It’s not hard to do, Pete, We've 
four hundred thousand per each.’ 

Pete whistled. ‘More bread than any of us ever seen defo, 
ain't it, guys? Oughta give everybody enough to do anythz, 
he damn pleases.” i: 

Dyke thought. That’s right, so right. But if just one me 
had it all, he'd be set up for life. God, I love that word, life 
And I want to spend mine in the chips, a lot of chips, ty. 
million of them, this two million. 

Just before they headed into the Redding Ranch by crs 
ing the cattle guards that led into the vast stretches q 
pasture land, Pete cut the lights and drove slowly, frownin; 
as if working to remember where he was going, with nothix 
to guide him except a childhood memory. 

Two hours later they were deep into nowhere, it seme 
to Dyke. But evidently Pete knew where he was going; if k 
didn’t, it wouldn’t be worth the guff you’d get if you aske 
him. 

And in a few minutes Pete shut off the engine, climbxt 
out of the car and motioned the others to follow him, 

‘Gonna sleep here, guys. Come mornin’, we'll make sut 
where we are and get ready to drive back outa here after wt 
divvie up the two million.’ 

He reached back into the car to take the keys, thet 
changed his mind and replaced them in the ignition. ‘Bett’ 
be ready to start pronto, any minute, Now evvabody scattet 
out, ’bout five or six yards away from the car. Not that att 

body’s gonna pull nothin’, because you know you'd get you" 
eyes gouged out and your tongue clipped off if you tried. Bu 
we'll all sleep the same distance from here, kinda ina circ 
around the car. Won't be no direction nobody can go will 
out hittin’ somebody and wakin’ up the whole damn butt 
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‘They all obeyed the black’s instructions. 

Dyke chose his place on the side of the car nearest the 
driver's seat. He took off his shoes and put them beside him. 
Socks would crackle less in dead grass than shoes. 

He knew he wouldn’t sleep, not one solitary wink. He’d 
lie still as death, waiting until he heard the other four 
snoring or breathing hard as they slept. 

All the guns were in the trunk, locked up tight. 

If Dyke could make that front seat and slide under the 
wheel, turn the key and roar out of this pasture, he wouldn’t 
care how many of the other four he ran over; when you’d 
killed, once or a hundred times, it didn’t matter how many 
more you murdered. 

He knew it wouldn’t be easy to know where he was going 
in the darkness. But he had a good sense of direction, and 
he'd kept his bearings as they drove in. He should be able to 
avoid fences and ravines and even wandering mavericks, 
though he didn’t forget for a second that he’d be taking a 
chance, 

With every beating, blasting breath, he was surer that he 
was going to try it, so sure that he knew he wouldn’t back 
out, not if he fell into a canyon and cracked his head open 
and died. The chance of getting two million bucks, all for 
himself, was worth any risk. ‘ 

If he could escape the four of them until daylight, he’d 
have all the group’s guns, against their switchblade knives, 
He could mow them down one at a time if they caught up 
with him, drive out of the ranch and keep going, hide out 
somewhere and fill suitcases with the money before he took 
off for. . . well, maybe Mexico. You could hide down there 

- in the mountains, places where nobody went, where no cops 
would chase anybody. After a few years, a man could come 
out of hiding with his hair dyed and maybe a mustache, live 
like old Maximilian himself did before the Mexicans turned 
on him, , ‘ 

Pete was a Ioud snorer, Dyke remembered. The other 
three barely missed the snoring level. And it shouldn’t take 
them long to drop off. 

But he found out they were too excited to sleep right 
away. 

Zeb asked, ‘Where you think you’ll all go? Man, we gotta 
get outa this country fast. That old goat, Shield, could be 
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found any time. Where you think we better head for?’ 

Pete said crisply, ‘I know where I’m goin’. South ta 
Town called Ibaque. It’s in Colombia. Gotta cuz that 
there,” 

Kane snorted. ‘You got your damn cuzzes all is 
world.’ 

Pete laughed raucously. ‘Yeah, boy. And I use ’em 
I need ’em too. Evvabody oughta use their cuzzes, pay’, 
few dollars and they'll take you in any time, I aim to y, a 
with this Ibaque cuz a couple months, then build meat 
of a big house down there and stay as long as I live,’ 

At last drowsiness overcame the four, and they slept, 

Dyke waited until he was sure. He pulled ial 
sitting position on his elbows, without a sound, 

He rose an inch at a time. 

Step by step he started toward the car, taking every hits, 
noiselessly, his eyes glued to the hulk of the auto in th | 
darkness, 

He made it! 

God, he made it! 

His hand was on the handle of the car door, turing it 
with only the merest squeak. 

In the next breath he was into the car. 

His hand shook as he turned the key in the ignition. 

Any second, it would whir, take off, free him and hi 
money! 

Any second, any second... 

But the car seldom started on the first try. He remem 
bered that too late. 

The roar of the motor finally blasted on the third try. 

But that was too late. A lot too late for Dyke. 

All four doors of the car burst open at once, and fot 
pairs of hands dragged Dyke off the seat. His eyes wet 
adjusting more to the darkness all thetime, and he coulds* 
each furious face, hating him, hating, hating... 

Pete said, ‘Can’t let this damn devil whitey wait t! 
mornin’. Gotta kill him right now — and then scram som 
place outa here before some vaquero finds him!” 

He landed a kick in Dyke’s back, sprawling him onto tit 
ground. At once a spate of kicks followed Pete’s, all up #! 
down the victim’s body. Dyke felt his ribs crack, his 
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snap off. He sensed the warmth of blood flowing from a 
dozen breaks in his skin. 

Ryan said, ‘I’d rather shoot him than kick him to death. 
Want me to get a gun, Pete?’ 

But the black spit out hoarsely: ‘Hell, no! Shootin’s too 
damn good for a scum that turns on his buddies. We gonna 
slice him up, couple inches at a time. But first we gonna have 
our fun with him. Get out your switchblades and have a big 
goat him, you guys!” 

They whipped out their knives that gleamed in the night, 

tore off Dyke’s clothes, and began to stab his already broken 
body. They dug their blades deep into his face, his arms, his 
back, his hips, They squeezed the slashes, the faster to ooze 
blood from him. 

Zeb yelled, ‘Hey, looka here, man. He ain’t got no shoes 
on. I'll pull off his socks too, so we can get at his toes. 
*Member how he loved cuttin’ the old man’s fingers off? 
Well, Pll love choppin’ off his toes, man!’ 

Dyke scarcely moved as he felt the excruciating pain of 
Zeb’s blade looping off the end of every toe’on his left foot. 
He tensed his body to endure the mutilation of his right foot 
too. But Zeb’s mind seemed to wander, moving his hand up 
Dyke's thigh, digging his knife deep to carve long lines into 
the flesh, 

Duke made no sound, vowing to himself that he’d never 
give them the pleasure of begging — or screaming. Let them 
cut him to pieces, the way Pete had vowed they’d do, and 
he’d never yell, never, never! 

And perhaps he wouldn’t have, if they’d been decent cut- 
ters and slicers and mutilators, if they’d slashed him up the 
way they did old Shield. One part of the old coot’s body was 
left intact and uncut — the private part. The five didn’t touch 
him there. Dyke had never been part of a group of killers © 
who cut off sex organs. They had always done things clean, 
eyen killing. 

But he went even tighter as Pete said, ‘Say, you dopes 
wanta know what I never done but always wanted to? Been 
savin’ it for the meanest devil anywhere. And I got him 
tight here. Nobody ain’t any meaner’n a damn devil that 
steal from his own gang.’ He yanked on Dyke's hair, lifted 
his head for ayminute, ‘All right, you damn devil, you never 
heard about honor among thieves or however they say it? 
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Well, I gonna show you that you oughta learnt it? 

When nobody answered him, Pete went on, ‘1 B0nny 
his middle, guys. I gonna cut off his nuts, You Watch 4, 
gonna cut him good, right down here.’ Li 

Dyke tried to raise himself, then fell back in his by 
weakness, knowing he would not have had the steng 
rise if he had been alone. And the four figures who Were J 
stabbing him would not have let him crawl a foot fromy. 
flashing blades. i 

He closed his eyes and tried to steel his nerve w 
muscles. 

God, they couldn’t do that to him! 

Not castration! 

A man was better off dead than castrated, 

Forgetting his vow to be silent, unable to hold back }. 
plea if he tried, he screamed: 

‘No, no! Don’t cut me there! Slice off anything else}, 
leave me that!’ 

Pete shouted fiendishly, then ran a knee under Dyk. 
back to lift his groin close. The black man’s blade sh; 
downward once, then again. Dyke felt the flashes of pei 
almost too great to bear, pain that was not only physical by 
mental too, mind boggling. 

Pete shouted, ‘Look, he ain’t never been circumcise? 
either! All my Jew friends say you gotta be circumcised, 
gonna give him a good one.” 

And his knife slashed the organ in half. 

Ryan said, ‘He oughta be dead by now. Or he will ty 
awful soon. Might as well quit cuttin’ him.’ 

But Pete said, ‘We gonna make sure, Red Man, We 
gonna slice him up and be damn sure he’s geader'n any 
thing.’ 

Kane said, ‘I know somethin’ real hellish we can do 
him, man. And I’m gonna do it.’ He pulled a noosed lari! 
from his pocket. ‘You guys all got your stranglin’ ropes?! 
you have, give ’em to me.” 

Zeb said, ‘We don’t wanta kill him yet, do we?” 

‘I ain’t gonna kill his body. I’m just gonna mash 
brain.’ ¢ 

They handed over their ropes and Kane braided thet 
wound them around and around Dyke’s head and beg#2" 

tighten the nooses, Tighter and tighter he pulled them. Di 
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felt his head being crushed inside the ropes, the skin break- 
ing, running blood. His brains would be popping out next, 
he was sure. He’d die and spill his brains all over this lousy 
pasture. Tomorrow the birds would gobble them up . . 

Suddenly Pete whispered, ‘Hey, shut up, alla you. I hear 
somethin’ somewheres.’ 

They stilled in a second. 

Something was moving, not far from them. It could be a 
stray cow or calf or steer. But it could be a vaquero, And a 
cowboy could mean a cop. Dyke knew that his four torturers 
knewit. 

Ryan urged, ‘Let’s leave, what you say? Somebody coulda 
found the old man and be lookin’ for us.’ 

Pete spit, landing the spittle in Dyke’s eyes. ‘You know 
nobody gonna find that old cat for days, mebbe weeks . . . 
oh, all right, all right, you dopes. But wait a minute. I gonna 
see if this devil’s dead.” 

Dyke held his breath, did not let the slightest gasp or 
movement escape him as Pete bent close and inspected him. 
Dyke had played dead more than once, in fun. He could do 
it now for real. 

Pete stood up. ‘He’s a goner all right. Evvabody go get 
in the car.” 

They piled in, with Pete at the wheel, and took off. 

Dyke could not raise his head to watch them leave, but 
he heard the motor zoom, roar, settle down, die away in the 
distance, 

He heard something threshing through the weeds and 
cacti, making no attempt to go unheard. He opened his eyes 
for a brief breath of lucidity - and he met the gaze of a 
startled maverick calf that was standing oyer him, 

In the next second, the animal was gone, crashing through 
brush and into the darkness. 

Dyke thought, God, I’m dying. I asked for it and I got it. 
But any one. of them would have done the same if he’d got 
the chance, Every damned one of us hated the guts of every 
other one, We only stuck together to protect ourselves ~ and 
to have something to eat if any Buy had any money to buy 
anything. 

, Now they'll all get away, damn them!’ 
They'll get to Mexico or South America instead of me, 
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Right here in this pasture on the 
And nobody will ever find me. 

There are scavengers here, coyotes and 
times vultures. They'll eat the flesh off my 
nobody, but nobody, will ever know what 


Chapter 4 


In his houseboat bound for Columbia, Dyke frowned, 
searching his memory for the exact means of his escape 
from that torturous night in the pasture of the great Texas 
ranch, 

He remembered blacking out again and again, coming to 
for a few moments, trying to move, wanting to stanch the 
blood that would soon be completely drained from him, and 
then falling into unconsciousness again. 

Somebody had come upon him soon after the surprised 
calf had gone on. Who had it been? . . . oh yes, one of the 
yanch vaqueros, the man who had undoubtedly saved his 
life. He'd told Dyke later that he’d heard voices out in the 
pasture and had ridden there to investigate, thus happening 
upon the wounded man. 

Dyke rubbed his forehead as he stood in the houseboat, 
recalling a dark woman, Mexican, the wife of the cowboy, 
as she bent over him, Her face was kind, her hands soft, her 
yoice like music, He remembered the man leaving, then his 
returning with the ranch doctor. 

When Dyke tried to raise a hand to wave the medical man 
away, to show the.woman that he dared not let himself be 
known, she whispered, ‘Ees all right, amigo. We no tell 
notheeng. Doctor no tell neither. Man have fight alla time, 
nobody tell. Doctor patch up, no tell. We tell him you in 
fight, si?” 

Dyke moved his lips in the syllable ‘S?, though no sound 
came from him. He knew he was being patched up in a 
hundred places where the stab wounds had cut his flesh 
deeply; he knew that enough blood was being poured into 
him to replace anybody’s normal amount. And he knew that 
he drifted in and out of sleep for days, perhaps weeks, 

He was hazy about the care, the medicines, the food they 
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gave him. He remembered half-whispered fears of 4 

damage usually results from such head torture’ ang ‘ft 
talks, if he thinks, he has a chance’. He recalled the day 
doctor told him, ‘Young man, your life is a miracle,’ y 

Dyke let his eyes roam the faces of the vaquero and 
wife. ‘They are the miracle, Doctor. They saved my Py 
‘And you too. The three of you made the miracle,’ ‘ 

The doctor smiled. ‘Your own determination to ly 
helped us a great deal.’ 

‘Will I be —all right? I mean, except for...’ 

“Yes, except for that. And...” 

‘And what?’ 

‘You will not have twenty-twenty vision again, I feel, 
tain. Your sight will always blur a little. And your head Ty 
ache a great deal of the time, for the rest of your life, By 
these things are minor compared to the death that most my 
in your condition that night would have suffered.’ 

When the doctor was gone, Dyke tried to find a way h 
thank the Mexican couple in whose home he had come oy 
of darkness and into the light of the living. But they put the 
hands on his lips, patted his head, and told him to forget i, 
saying that every man owed part of himself to the care o 
any other man he found in trouble. 

Dyke said, ‘Nobody else believes that, anyway nobody! 
ever knew. You’re the best people anywhere,’ * 

The vaquero smiled. ‘You are in trouble, sefior?’ 

Dyke nodded. . 

“I knew so. I fly cattle to Mexico for the boss next week.! 
stow you away and fly you along. You hide and live in goo! 
Mexican sunshine, get well, find job, be happy.’ 

*You know I can’t be happy. I’d have to be a man tol 
happy. And I’ll never be a man again.” 

‘Is so, sefior, But you live.” 

“Yes, thanks to you, I live. And I'll take up your offer t 
ship me south. I'll make a new life somewhere down thert. 

The woman smiled, ‘Ees good, sefior. All who want 
life, and even happiness, can have.” 

And so Dyke lived in Mexico for a year. Wanting to mo’ 
still farther from the United States, he then made his slo¥ 

way through Central America, sometimes working, som 
times begging, more often stealing to live. Landing on tit 
coast of Columbia at last, he moved on, finding his home # 
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the island that had been his refuge since. And every moment 
of the years, he had promised himself that he would go 
inland some day, seek out the town where Pete Stuart had 
said he was going to live, a place called Ibaqué, Pete would 
pay for his torture of Dyke. He would pay with his life. 

And when Pete had paid, the others would pay too. Zeb 
and Kane and Ryan, all of them would pay, But not in 
money. Dyke did not covet the two million now, not even 
if the men still had some of it left, which he doubted. They 
would pay with their lives. Eleven years was a long time, 
Jong enough to transform a boy into a man, mature him 
into the certainty that money was not everything a human 
being could live for. Far more important was vengeance, 
torturing vengeance, killing vengeance... 


Dyke brought himself back to the present slowly, seemingly 
reluctant to release the miserable past from his mind — but 
at last glad, perhaps for the first time, to be alive and to be 
here at this moment. 

Ahead of him was the coast of Columbia. And, over his 
shoulder, he saw Malpelo Isle. He couldn’t spot any move- 
ment on it now, but he knew it was still covered with 
thousands, perhaps millions, of mantises, the beasts he 
would live among when he had made a friend of, or at least 
forced tolerance from, the one he had aboard his boat. 

When he reached thé little coastal settlement where he 
always tied up, he ran the boat close to the pier he had 
built years ago and made the rope fast, adding extra security 
because of the mantis. He hoped the usual crowd of natives 
wouldn’t descend upon him; he wanted to coax his mantis 
onto land and back to his jungle cabin without having to 
explain him to any garrulous South American Indian. Be- 
sides, he might want to use some of the natives as food for 
the beast some day, thus practicing for the later, and greater, 
success of his plot for revenge. 

He muttered aloud, ‘A name. The thing’s got to have a 
name. Animals learn their names right off. When I was a 
kid, my dogs always came when I called them. I'll teach this 
mantis to know who he is and to come when I call. « 4 

“But what will it be? How do you name a beast whose sole | 
purpose is acting as your instrument of boiling revenge, of 
mind-racking torture, of slow and horrendous death? 
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‘Well, how about “Slayer”? This man-sized bugis Boing 
slay for me, time after time for practice ~ and four ting 
for real. I can already see that he and I will both like 
killing so well that we’ll spend the rest of our lives doi : 

‘Slayer will be the torturer, but I'll be the watcher, 
enjoyer, the cheerer-on. I'll love watching my great Breey 
mantis as he rips into bodies, as he eats them part by pan, 
I'll feel excited, obsessed, I'll grow tall in the feeling. 
when we get to the four who tortured me, I’ll help Stayer 
gouge out their eyes and rip off their ears and their toes ang 
every semblance of their maleness. Slayer, and maybe other 
mantises, will give me the greatest pleasure of my life, The 
way they chomped up the people on Malpelo, I know they 
love the people-meat I hand them — and so will I!’ 

He went down to the galley, brought up a chunk of meat 
and nailed it to the end of a long pole. He was still alone, 
none of the natives having shown up. And that was strange, 
almost too unusual to be believed. Then he remembered the 
tidal wave and quake. They didn’t appear to have attacked 
here, but the people could have seen the action in the ocean 
or on Malpelo and hidden in their homes. Or they could 
have left the coast, dashed deep into the jungle in the hope 
of escaping the power from the bottom of the heaving sea, 
Some of the coastal villagers in this remote region were as 
civilized as anybody anywhere else; but others were steeped 
in superstition and witchcraft and the belief that any rage 
of nature signified something evil about to happen to the 
nation or the world. 

Anyway, Dyke was glad he was alone. He went to the 
sleeping mantis, captive in the iron-bound net, and shook 
the beast’s prison. 

‘Slayer, it’s time to go. Slayer, Slayer — that’s your name 
Slayer wake up and listen to me!” 

The mantis awoke with a hissing sound, lifted its wingss 
few inches with a whirring noise so loud that Dyke stepped 
back in surprise and a little fear. Then the beast grabbed 
at the net that held it in. 

Dyke extended his pole with the slab of meat attached. 
‘Meat, Slayer. Come and eat the meat, Slayer!’ 

‘The creature’s protruding eyes spied the animal fiesh and 
tried to reach out to grab it; but the net held, and the insect 
fell back upon its enormous hind legs. Dyke secured the 
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Ne of the net with an iron bar, then began to pull gently, 
“arging the beast to follow the meat that would make the 
k Journey inland just ahead of him, all the way to Dyke’s 
_ cabin. 
i) The beast made a second and a third run for the food. 
“(And with each short run, Dyke got the creature closer to the 
Y pier. He kept talking, his words low and slow, always sooth- 
“ing, always urging the mantis forward. 

.. At last the beast began to move ahead inside his net, trot- 
ting beside Dyke as he held the meat in front of the monster. 
3 Down the pier they went and up a half-hidden path that led 
* toward the shack. 

% Every step of the way, Dyke kept calling the beast by 
«fame. He fancied, long before their two-hour hike into the 
dense growth of the Columbian jungle had ended, that the 
‘great insect was turning his head when Dyke spoke his 
name, letting his bulging eyes leave the sight of the meat 
and respond to his would-be master’s calling. 

Dyke said aloud, ‘Of course it. will take him a while to 
understand who he is. I can’t make it happen in two tours 
-or two days. But I think I can in two months. And by then 
I'll have some kind of potion that will keep him, and his 
friends on Malpelo, from eating me.” 

» As they neared the end of their inland journey, Dyke 

ed himself, ‘How will I get Slayer out of his net and into 
the cage where I keep my captured animals until I want to 
kill and eat them? It’s made of iron bars and ought to hold 
him. But, God, can I get him into it? Well, I’ll put the meat 
in the cage and hope he’ll go in after it. Then I can slam’ 
the door and I’ll have him.’ is 

That was what he started to do, But it didn’t work quite 
the way he had planned it. 

He tied Slayer’s rope to a tree and secured it with the 
iron bar. He tossed the meat into the cage and turned to 
loosen the net. He saw that the great insect’s eyes were 
upon the prize, his clawed hands reaching toward it, his 
jaws working fast and hard. He had not eaten since before 
his nap on the boat, 'so he should be ravenous. 

Would it be safe to open the net and let him out? 

Would he go for the meat and let Dyke lock the cage 
after him? Would he leave Dyke completely alone, or offer 
to take a bite out of him? 
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Dyke knew no other way to get it done. If he Dit bg 
and net and all into the cage, Slayer could become 
in the ropes and injure himself too much to be of any 
to Dyke. And the beast had to stay whole. He could me 
four men, piece by piece, if he were not healthy and hun? 
and in possession of all his appendages. By 

So Dyke loosened the opening carefully, slowly, Only g 
fraction at a time. The cage door was ajar and the Meat vay 
in plain sight there. 

As the net lost its tautness, Slayer began to move rapidy 
his enormous eyes darting about but always coming bac 
to the food ahead of him. The green body rose to its fy 
height, the wings moving upward a little as though to stret 
and thus rest. 

As the insect moved into the cage, there was a movemen 
behind Dyke. But the man slammed the cage door shy 
without looking elsewhere; he locked it at once, knowing 
he had to imprison the beast before things went the othe 
way. He sensed a rush of something past his legs, but ke 
gave it no heed. 

Too late, he saw, to his groaning horror, that two of his 
pet monkeys had slipped between his legs and dived into 
the cage along with the mantis. They were chattering a 
they scurried around the cage walls now, their long tais 
swinging from bar to bar the way they had done a thousand 
times in the past when the cage was empty. It was one of 
their favorite playhouses, 

But there would be no play for them now, Dyke knew. 
And there was nothing he could do to rescue them. 

Not unless Slayer got so wholly intent upon his meal of 
animal meat that he paid no attention to anything else. That 
might give Dyke a few seconds to unlock the door, open it 
a crack, and let out his pets. But he wasn’t betting on thal 
happening. 

And it didn’t. 

Slayer took his eyes off the dead meat and fastened them 
on the liye food that was rushing about and chattering be 
side‘ him, 

With a hiss that seemed to echo throughout the entite 
jungle, he grabbed a monkey with each clawed hand and 
‘cracked their heads against the concrete floor of the cage 

The heads broke, fell apart. The beast scooped out the 
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‘brains from one, then the other. And, within seconds, he 
was ripping off the furry hides, digging into the bodies, 
lapping up blood and stuffing entrails into his mouth, chew- 
ing as if he had never been fed before, greedily, in gulps 
that slurped loudly with every bite. 

Dyke fell back. He hated losing the pets; he had trained 
them to do tricks in the two years he’d had them. They had 
furnished much amusement for him when he was here. But 
after all, their deaths had told him something he needed to 
know: Slayer preferred his food live! 

That new information would come in handy when Dyke 
took the beast to Ibaque to kill Pete and then went on to 
kill the others. The running things would attract the insect’s 
eyes and his hunger. And it was damn cinch that Pete Stuart 
would be running when he saw prehistoric praying mantises 
coming after him. 

All at once Dyke heard a noise behind his shack. He ran 
around the house quickly. He thought he had heard the 
sound of the back door closing; if he had, then something 
human had been in the cabin. He had little trouble with the 
natives; he had seldom known them to steal from him. But 
sometimes they helped themselves to his stores of food and 
equipment when he was gone, so he always locked his cabin. 
Since his beating of two men, half killing them last year, 
he’d had no further molestation. But had they begun rob- 
bing him again? 

He saw that one window was smashed in. 

And, as he reached the back steps, he ran pell-mell into 
a South American Indian who he had seen many times, 
with whom he’d talked again and again. The man’s hands 
were filled with Dyke’s supplies - a quarter of meat, cans of 
fruit, a sack of sugar, a tin of flour. 

_ . Dyke caught the man by the shoulders, forced him to 
| drop his arms, strewing the stolen goods. * 


He shouted in Spanish, “You damned thief, don’t you 
know nobody steals from me?’ ; 

The native wrenched in Dyke’s grasp, trying vainly to 
break the hold. 

But Dyke went on, ‘If anybody steals anything around 
here, 7’ll do it. But nobody’s going to rob me, you hear?’ 

The man broke loose for a breath, fell to his knees, 
begging wildly, plainly terrified of what Dyke would do to 
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him. ‘Don’t beat me, don’t break my bones)’ 

When Dyke seized him again and showed 10 
relenting his fury, the man extended his right hand, 9"! 
it upon a tree stump, palm downward, 4 

But Dyke snapped, ‘I’m not going to cut off your 
the way your native tribesmen would do if you hr 
them. Oh, no, amigo. I’m going to take more than 
hand off your body. I’m going to take the whole datney 
thing, you hear me?’ 

The man twisted, wailed, ‘No, no! Don't kill!’ 

‘I’m going to feed you to Slayer. And he's BoiNg to ey 
you for practice, eat all the flesh and hair and bones of joy 
There'll be nothing left of you when he’s through, not, 
living bite, you understand?” 

Still holding the native by the shoulders in his powerfy 
hands, Dyke marched him around the shack and towaj 
the caged monster. The prisoner glimpsed the great manty 
and began to scream, writhing in terror as he seemed » 
comprehend the fact that Dyke had meant what he said, 

Slowly, with as little noise as possible, Dyke turned th 
key in the padlock that secured Slayer in his cage, using ony 
one hand, still holding the robber with the other muscled 
arm, glad that his years in the jungle and on Malpelo ha 
toughened him beyond the strength of most men, 

Slayer was hissing in his delight as he chewed down the 
animal feast, his whole attention apparently bent on eating 
Surely Dyke could open the cage door and thrust the thief 
inside beside the mantis. 

He parted the door just enough to allow a man to 
shoved inside, 

But he had not reckoned with Slayer’s instant alertness, 
his constant readiness to intercept any attack upon him - 
or any proffered invitation to freedom. 

As Dyke stood with the thief still in his grasp, Slayer left 
his animal meal, whirled about, and leaped against the door 
of the cage, opening it wide, banging it back against the 
bars behind it. 

Dyke shouted, to himself and to the world: ‘God, he’s out! 
He'll kill this scum and me too! Nobody will have a chance 
against him. He’ll kill everything in this whole jungle, ani- 
uals god meat eae women and kids! Nobody’ll be safe from 
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But he did not loosen his hold on the native in his grasp. 
And he thrust the man ahead of him, directly into Slayer’s 
“path. 

Perhe insect’s eyes widened, bulging even more than usual. 
Dyke could read the pleasure, the greediness, the joy in the 
beast’s face, in his body that sprang forward to clasp the 
human meat in his clawed hands, to begin tearing the man 
apart while he yet lived. 

Dyke, freed at last, ran up the closest tree. He remem- 
bered that the giant mantises of Malpelo could fly. But if 
he could make it up into the dense growth of leaves and 
branches, the thing could not see him. And perhaps it would 
forget him. Maybe mantises did not possess memory enough 
to sort out friends from enemies. It could be that they lived 
entirely by instinct, the intuitive fight to eat to live. 

He settled himself in the entangled forks of two inter- 
twining trees, high above the ground where Slayer was 
devouring the screaming native. He might as well enjoy 
the sight of this man’s death, and study the technique of the 
monster’s man-killing power. Just in case he was able to 
escape the beast’s claws himself, and to coax the creature 
back into the cage, he would benefit greatly by this watch 
and see. His imperfect vision barred his catching every 
detail, but he was able to see enough to know how Slayer 
worked. 

The insect had hopped upon the man with both feet, 
tendering the thief powerless. Then Slayer snapped off the 
right leg and began to eat the flesh from it, seeming to 
telish the weird wailing of the man beneath him. When he 
had finished the first leg he tore off the other one arid 
chewed it to bits, cracking the bones and sucking the mar- 
tow from them, hissing loudly, also sucking the blood that 
ran from the mutilated body. 

Next the beast pulled the arms from the man as Dyke 
had done to grasshoppers a thousand times when he was a 
boy. The arms came out of their sockets like paper in the 
mantis’s pull. While the man screamed on, the enormous 
insect ate his hands, his wrists, his elbows, the whole of his 
arms, 

Then Slayer clawed at the abdominal cavity, tearing it 
apart, wrenching the intestines and stomach from their hold 

on the man, chewing down the coils of intestines as if they 
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were the greatest delicacy he had ever ¢, 


open the stomach and tearing the contents feat ‘i Oc 

them in gulps. He tore out the liver and nibbled’ ‘ 

as if in surprise at the sweetness — or was it tasty bie aly 

— of that special organ; he held it a few seconds in hi 

eating it with his eyes. Then he put it into his mouth 

and chewed upon it happily. My, 

Next he ripped the man’s chest open and tore 

heart, devouring it in a single, gasping bite. He scrap," 
claws down the inside of the body over and over, takin 4 
every edible part. And, between bites, he sucked a 
blood that flowed from the man and dyed the ground ie 
them. Blood was upon the man’s face and upon Slay, 
green shell and upon the grass and trees nearby. With ,' 
wresting of his heart the man died; and now he hy y 
moving under the beast. 

Slayer clawed off the ears, the nose, the lips of the 
then.snapped off the head at the base of the neck. He hy 
it in his claws before he slammed it against a boulder as}, 
had smashed the heads of the monkeys in the cage, It y 
apart, and the beast hissed his gratification as he reachy 
into the skull and filled his claws with the man’s brain, 0 
and on he feasted, clawing the skull until it was completsy 
empty. 

Blood now covered the killer and his prey, running ni 
upon the ground. Slayer sucked as much of it as he cowl 
catch in his mouth, appearing to delight in it, to wish fu 
more and more, ; 

Almost nothing remained of the robber now. Only a fev 
bones, sucked clean of their marrow as well as flesh, ly 
scattered upon the ground and in the grass that was still re 
with blood, 

Dyke whispered, ‘God, I’m as hot as fire! Why is it tha! 
T’m reacting so powerfully to that damn thief’s being eate 
by Slayer? But I know why. It’s because it’s one of my owt 
kind being devoured, a man, not an animal. I’m akin (0 
Slayer and the other mantises; I like people-eating the bet 
of a God, I’m.excited, I’m ten feet high, I’m boss of tht 
wor! i 

‘Then terror struck into him'as he remembered where bt 
was, and where Slayer was, He thought, what will that beat 
do now? Will he come looking for me? Or will he turn and 
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escape into the forest, become a wild killer instead of my 
personal avenger? 

Damn me, why didn’t I work out something before I tried 
to shove that Indian into the cage? Why didn’t I realize that 
Slayer was as smart as I was, and be ready for his getting 
loose? 


Chapter Five 


For a brief breath the mantis did not move, Dyke 
motionless in the tree, feeling his heart thudding so loaes, 
that he could hear it and wondered whether Slayer coy, 
hear it too. 

He was terribly aware that the great green mantis coy 
fly up and tear him to bits as he had every other living thy 
that Dyke had seen him look upon. And he wanted to 
no mantis’s meal. 

He went tighter with every breath, growing so taut athe 
that he seemed more stone than man. He could sense, alms 
feel, what death by Slayer would be like. In his mind 
could sense an arm being pulled off by the giant insect, fe: 
the blood running from his body where the arm had be: 
attached, then view the red tide helplessly as it streamed 
from him, reddening the earth about him in crimson pos 
of his life’s fluid. He seemed to feel the other arm torn fron 
him, then both legs ripped off, while the river of blood grev 
greater with every new stab that the beast’s claws made into 
him. He seemed to feel his life rushing from him as it almost 
had that night in Texas — and he knew that if Slayer evt 
decided to eat him no vaquero or anybody else could sat 
him. 

He wondered what the men who had been the mantis’ 
victims had felt when the beast’s claws had ripped open thei 
stomachs and chests; and he seemed to feel the claws tearint 
him open like enormous knives, exposing his internal orgat’ 
and slicking them to shreds; or pulling them from their 
inside him and chewing them in his frightful mouth. sor 
ping the intestines into his maw in great handfuls. He 
remembered what other men’s intestines had looked like 
Slayer ripped them out, and he knew he would look 
same, 
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BVould he already be dead by the time the beast cracked 
bn his head? The monkeys had not been dead. He had 
ved their heads while they still lived, so they had felt the 
that killed them. Dyke shivered, recalling the scene. 
d, you would be terrified one second, cracked into pain 
B great to be envisioned the next second, and then, merci- 
lly, dead the third second. And his own death would not 
jlarate him. 
fe closed his eyes, clinging with all his strength to the 
of the tree in which he was hiding, hoping the 
ches did not give him away. 
KCould the beast smell? Many animals tracked human 
ys by their scent. Suppose Slayer had memorized Dyke’s 
ell and would trace him into his tree top. If that hap- 
med, he would have no chance against the mammoth in- 
ct. The imagined sight of the pool of his own blood was 
asing with every breath he drew, until he was gasping 
ndlessly, hearing his heart pound harder, hoping against 
or that Slayer would not capture him and tear out his 
\dding heart, strewing his blood all over this clearing . .. 
"Then, to his utter amazement, the hideous beast turned 
hd faced the open cage, his eyes popping once more, his 
utsized belly shaking as he made a run for the animal meat 
hat was still left there. 
Dyke caught his breath, gasping his heart-stopping relief. 
Slayer had remembered the meat in the cage! 


nd recapture, but he had not felt it in those fear-filled 
n ts) . 


smashed dishes, banged Dyke’s home-made furniture Agning, 
the walls to rip it apart, cast books and papers and Maga. 
zines into the fireplace and set them aflame. 

But Dyke could repair as much as he needed, he was 
certain. Decor was no worry to him, especially in the dense 
jungle. He needed only necessities to live in this shack. His 
real homes were his houseboat and the place he had thrown 
together with oddments of boards and tin on Malpelo, The 
island house was gone now, crushed either by the quake or 
by the beasts that had occupied the small peaks that jutted 
from the ocean. 

But some day Dyke would return to Malpelo. And some 
later day, when he had disposed of his four enemies with 
Slayer’s assistance — and perhaps the help of other mantises 
that he would coax onto the mainland as he had coaxed 
Slayer - Dyke would be in possession of all the money and 
property that his erstwhile pals owned. With them and their 
families dead, there would be no one to claim their holdings 
except Dyke. He was no longer the money-grabber he had 
been as a boy; but he wanted what the four men had as part 
of his revenge. 

He would use whatever he got, after their blood and 
bones lay about his feet, to build himself a home on Malpelo. 
If there was wealth, the house would be a mansion, the kind 
that the wealthy cattlemen of Argentina lived in, the ele 
gant rooms in which they entertained so lavishly while they 
enjoyed their lives of ease and comfort and satisfaction, 
Then he might have chairs that matched; he might havea 
Tug on his floor and even a piano, though he did not know 
one note from another. He would be in command of thous 
ands of mantises, and he would,fend off any attacking 
humans who chanced his way. . 

How would he feel when he turned Slayer loose on Pete 
Stuart, when he saw Pete’s body being torn limb from limb 
by the unbelievable giant? What thoughts would be hs 
when he watched as Pete’s flesh disappeared down Slayer’s 
throat, as Pete’s blood stained the ground or the floor or 
wherever it would be that the mantis tore him to bits? 

God, the death of Pete, and of the others, Zeb and Kant 
and Ryan, would be joys to Dyke, such pleasure as he hi 
never felt before! He would laugh and shout and sing 
Slayer ripped open their hated bodies, as he clawed out th 
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ides and chewed them to nothing, as he broke their bones 
Sucked the marrow out, as he swallowed the blood that 
§ from their dismembered bodies, eating on and on until 
that was left of them was a pile of bones that had been 
dded dry. 

first step in that direction, he reasoned, would be his 
ion of whatever liquid or paste he could use to cover 
If and thus render him inedible to the beasts on the 
ind. He would test potions on Slayer until he discovered 
one that would repel the great insect and make Dyke 


of his chemicals, medicines, and other possible 
for his purpose were on the houseboat down at 
pier. If the tidal wave had spared any of them, they 
fuld be useful; if they were ruined, he’d have to replace 


up, the way it does wheneyer you don’t expect it to 

rainy area, I could be delayed overnight.’ 

fecalled his effortless trapping of small forest rodents 
d he set about trying to repeat it. He emptied a sack of 
gar into a washbasin and sprinkled it with his own mixture 
Pmusk odor and the scent of jungle flowers mashed in 
: wild smell of animal flesh and blood. The concoction 


sake 


dn 
HEE 


as he ate out their hearts and livers and intestines, he 
cracked their heads open and clawed out their brains for thy 
dessert of his meal. 2 

He felt certain that animals would come to Slayer ay 
satisfy his appetite while Dyke was gone, Even if the jung, 
animals licked up the sugar along the way, the scent of the 
mixture would linger for at least two days, which woug 
give Dyke plenty of time to get back. 

He took the basin outside and walked into the woods with 
it. A quarter mile from the cabin he began to sprinkle his 
lure, letting go only a light stream of droplets at first, saving 
plenty to last the trip to the cage. When he came in sight of 
his shack, he made the sugar trail heavier, carrying it 
straight to Slayer’s prison and on inside, tossing all he had 
left through the bars. 

As he had known would happen, Slayer lowered his head 
and absorbed the sugar, every last grain of it, But that did 
not disturb Dyke. The intoxicating smell would be there, 
would bring the animals to him. They would be his food, and 
their blood would be his drink, while he was alone.. 


He hurried down the path toward the ocean, wanting to 
lose as little time as possible. He was conscious of the beauty 
of the jungle forest as he walked, and he realized that he 
loved this land almost as much as the natives did. The luh 
growth of trees and grass and flowers, the chirping of small 
insects, the singing of birds that usually could not be seen, 
eyerything combined to make it a good place to havea 
home, 

When he reached the coastal settlement near his pier, he 
saw the people of the village gathered about their meal, 
which consisted of raw meat, a paca, an agouti, and a rac 
coon that some of the men must have brought in from theit 
hunting trips. 

Dyke noted that such a feast was unusual, these people 
being mostly lean and hungry and obliged to sustain them 
selves on nuts and berries that grew close by. 

Now, however, they were dining sumptuously on the ra¥ 
meat that they sliced off the animals. The creatures’ throats 
had been cut, but not a drop of blood tinged the ground. 
Dyke remembered that these particular Indians loved the 
taste of blood and sucked it from the animals they slew, a 
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it flowed from the stabs they made into their prey. 
men, women, and children were swinging their 
es and cutting slabs from the animals, gobbling the 
thout cooking or even seasoning, filling their half- 
# stomachs to fulfilment as fast as their hands could 
od from the slaughtered animals to their mouths. 
f One man stepped forward and slit the raccoon’s 
de open from end to end, thus opening the belly to 
¢ delicious bites inside. Dyke knew that, among 
People, the man who had brought in the kill always 
fst chance at the heart and usually presented it to his 
i Sweetheart, or to a man to whom he owed a favor. 
time the Indian pulled out the heart, licking up the 
hat ran down his arms, sucking up even the drops 
ell on his bare knees and ankles and feet. He carried 
eding heart to a beautiful young woman who was a 
yithdrawn from the group, apparently knowing that 
ld present the delicacy to her and waiting for him to 
She was smiling, holding out her slender brown hands 
peive the heart. She took it and held it in awe for a 
ent, then offered the man the first bite. He accepted 
acking his lips over the taste that he evidently loved. 
[the girl ate too, sharing the heart with her man. Dyke 
Mbered that the man was Myli and that the girl was 
d Tanza. They were a handsome couple. 
it Dyke thought, God, they’re as much animals as 
, downing raw meat like that, I’ve never known them 
cannibals, but I’ll wager their ancestors were. They 
as if they’d as soon slash up a man with those wicked 
s as they would those animals, 
tried to hurry past the crowd, not wanting to become 
gled in any of the long conversations they so often 
him to share. But as he slipped past the feasters, he 
ack into a second cluster of Indians, all men and 
ningly sated with raw meat for the time being. They 
talking excitedly, pointing north in frenzy, in fear, in 


ne of them broke loose from the others and blocked 
e's way. He knew he would have to exchange a few 
before he could move on. He asked good- 
“What's going on with you fellows?’ 


wo eo 


The man was one of the few who spoke a little Eno 
He told Dyke, ‘Quake come in ocean,” 

‘I know. I saw it. I watched the whole storm.’ 

‘In boar?” 

"Yes. I. don’t know why I wasn’t killed in the storm’ 

‘Storm kill Malpelo.’ 

‘No, Keko, the island’s still there, But it’s got deny, 
there, anyway, until it settles down.’ 

“You go Malpelo?’ 

‘Not yet. But I’ll go back some day.” 

‘Take Keko?’ 

‘Maybe. But don’t try to go by yourselves.’ ‘ 

In his mind he added, I may take you out there fort, 
mantises to eat, some day. But he didn’t say it, 

Keko said, ‘Maybe go to other island too.” 

‘What other island?” 

‘New island come up from sea. Bring dirt and rocks, mae 
new island.’ 

‘The tidal wave did it?” ‘ 

‘Is so. Much big island, Sanso say. He visit us yesterday, 
say he see new island, come here to tell.’ 

Dyke patted the Indian’s shoulder, ‘We'll go see it fx 
ourselves some day, Keko.’ 

‘Maybe not go. Scare to go.” 

‘It'll be okay. New islands don’t mean evil spirits.’ 

The man beamed upon him. Then he chanted, ‘Sano 
wrong! White man say new island okay.’ And he burrowed 
into the knot of natives to reassure the others that tt 
upheaval of land did not signify evil about to befall them. 

But as Dyke made his way to his boat, he asked himself, 
What is the other island like? Does it abound with giant 
mantises too? And where is it? How close to Malpelo isi! 
located? And, God, if there are gigantic insects on it, 
they fly, or swim, to my isle? Will they be even larger that 
the Malpelo mantises, big enough to fight my beasts, tof? 
them open and eat them alive? If they ever do that, whert 
will my army of vengeance be? 

But he put the thought from him at last and went oa” 
the boat. The storm damage was extensive; to fussy 
men, the boat would likely be in a state beyond repair. Bul 
Dyke was not fastidious; he told himself that a man withbS 
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xd face should not mind if some of his possessions 
hed it 
could repair the boat enough for his use, and that was 
Tequired, He might even patch up the sail and enjoy 
inquility of drifting over the calm water again, one 
meantime he'd use his motor, since it still worked, He 
icky, damned lucky, that the storm had not swept the 
boat a and him with it, 
went below and filled two gunny sacks with all the 
icals and liquids that were stored there, He added all 
ibles and inedibles; he was especially careful to include 
few poisons he had acquired in his stay in South 
Ica. 
his years in this unpretentious land, he had learned 
almost anything could be found in the jungle when a 
had the necessity to discover it. If his manufactured 
ials were inadequate for his purpose, he would dig up 
ingredients — from the trees, from the ground, from 
living things that dwelt about his cabin. He could snare 
es and rob them of their venom before he killed them, 
iting the poison until it would not kill but would only 
|. He could find plants that were harmless but ‘carried 
nch that no living thing wanted to stay near for long. 
Dyke would not be repulsed by the evil odor; in fact, 
uuld love it if it would let him live safely with Slayer 
the other new inhabitants on Malpelo, The foul-smelling 
its were few in the jungle, but he could mix a small 
int of their scent with a mixture from the sack of 
lies from the boat and come up with what he wanted. 
fe said aloud: ‘At least T need to believe it. I've got to , 
lieve it. It’s the only thing I’ve got to live for, because it'll 
er my plan for revenge on those four guys for making 
what I am, an impotent no-man. Before I die, I want to 
the end of every part of my old buddies, every slice of 
and drop of blood, every bone and hair. I want to 
itch them wiggle like fish on hooks and scream like 
shees as the giant mantises eat them alive!” 
He made his way through the jungle, hurrying as fast as 
e could with his load. All the way, his aching head forced 
mind ‘to go over and over the possible upsets that his 
ediate plans might have taken while he was gone from 
inland cabin, 
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Slayer might have managed to break the bars of his 
Dyke was sure he had never witnessed the bean’ 
strength, and he had hoped that he never would uri i » 
time for the supreme test, the vengeance times; but if a 
beast had exercised his full capability, he might be f 
Or he might have reached through the bars and broken te 
padlock and escaped that way. If he was loose, the fore 
could already be running red with the blood of animals, tay 
of natives, that Slayer had clawed to pieces and dined 
Bones might be strewn for miles, floating in Streams 
blood that ran in every direction under the dense grovg 
of the trees. 

On the other hand, Slayer might be dead. It could 
that no animals had followed the sugar trail to the cage» 
furnish the great insect a meal; if they had not, the manty 
might not have survived. He seemed to want to do nothing 
beyond eating and sleeping, with much more devouring thy 
napping. 

But when Dyke got to his cabin in the woods, he spotted 
Slayer at once; the mantis was asleep in his cage. He wa 
hunched down, his head dropped upon his distended belly, 
surely he had not hungered during his master’s absence, 

The next moment Dyke saw bits of rodents and other 
small things, plus the bones of larger animals, scatterd 
about the cage and inside it as well. By the size of the pil, 
he knew that the giant insect had had many fine meals. 

He paused in his tracks as he heard a squishing through 
the grass, the kind of scuffling sound that young pumas and 
deer and opossums made when on the scent of something 
they hoped to eat. If Dyke stayed very still, he might get 
watch Slayer capture whatever was making the noise. 

He stepped quickly behind a tree, making no sound asbt 
moved. It would be interesting to see whether Slayer wolt 
up when the animal neared him; and it should be high 
entertaining to see the beast catch and kill the visitor, to 
upon the death that came with a ripped body, a toma! 
heart, a flow of red blood that drained into the best’ 
throat until there was no drop left in the victim. 

The swishing of the grass went on, and, almost at onc)! 
puma pup came into sight. Always curious, the young fore! 
creatures often proved to be prey for bigger animals. Ir! 
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r of any kind of pups lived to maturity in the jungle, it 
prising. 
s sniffing at the now-empty trail where the 
ir had been. The sweet taste was now gone, but the pup 
as if he expected to catch up with it any minute, 
ept running, pausing to sniff, sometimes running back- 
to resniff his tracks, then padding on toward the great 
Bin front of the cabin. 
en the sugar trail ended at the bars of the cage, the 
reached a paw through the bars and began to dig at 
floor of cement where the scent still was. He did not 
ear to see the great green thing asleep there, or, if he 
he gave it small heed. Food was his need, food that 
lid have turned up as he ran along the path where this 
‘ing smell led him. 
\ddenly there was a thunderous hissing sound, a roar of 
gs beating the top and sides of the cage, a thud as Slayer 
iped to the front bars and caught the puma pup with one 
ed hand, clamping down so hard into the flesh of the 
ung animal that it had no possible escape. 
s the beast held the pup captive with one claw, his other 
w reached through the bars and ripped open the puma’s 
dy, spilling blood that Slayer could not reach to suck; yet 
e conquest furnished him with a body he could dismember 
d pull into his cage to devour. 
He jerked off the legs and tossed them into a corner of 
prison, amid the tortured screams of the pup, the sound 
nearly human that Dyke had confused it more times than 
could remember. Then Slayer literally pulled the young 
ody to bits that were small enough to be slipped between 
ie bars of the cage. He scraped the organs from the inside 
the animal, pulling each bite-sized piece into his domain. 
clawed the flesh from the outer part, tearing it from the 
ur and grabbing it through the bars. Last of all, he reached 
doth hands out to grab the head, broke it off at the neck, 
ind pounded it on the bars with all his strength, popping it 
ipart. He scooped out the brains and added them to the 
tore of food that now awaited him. Blood splashed on the 


animal deaths did not give him the thrill that human titi, 
did. Yet every death, animal or man, he told himseip 
working as practice for Slayer and for Dyke too, They ee 
preludes to the Big Murders. 

He muttered aloud, ‘God, that mantis really OES after 
when he gets a live meal! Chew him up, Slayer! Eat him ¥ 
you'll eat Pete Stuart before long! Learn to love flesh agy 
blood more every time you kill!’ 

He raised his voice and shouted, ‘Eat, Slayer, eat yoy 
fill! Get all the blood you can out of that pup, I like to watg 
you chew, you marvelous killer!’ 

The beast settled down to enjoy this latest meal that ha 
come his way, hissing between bites, often raising his giay 
wings as far as the cage would allow as if to assert, to him 
self and all others who wished to know, that he had power 
over the air as well as power over the earth and its being, 

Dyke thought, God, he’s a blessing to me, the kind I't 
never known since that night in Texas, But I'll have tok 
careful when I’m with him because he could grab me the 
way he grabbed that young puma. He could eat me in under 
ten minutes, leave my bones scattered in front of the cage 
with the bones of the things he’s eaten since I brought hin 
here. He could leave my blood dyeing the ground the way 
the pup’s is doing now. I can’t fool around with this thing 
Y’ve captured, not even for the uplift he gives me when he 
eats and kills. I’ve got to start training him for the fourma 
job I’ve planned for him, And I can’t let myself be killed by 
the killer! 


Chapter Six 


Slayer finished off the pup and dropped into sleep 
more, Dyke carried his sack into the cabin and began 
liately to work on the first of the many treatments for 
kin that he hoped would repel Slayer and the other 
when he went back to Malpelo, 
ward the bottom of his sack he found a large spray can 
@ repellent that gardeners used to protect their yards, 
ad bought it a year ago on one of his infrequent trips 
town for supplies he could not find in the jungle; he’d 
it on his flower garden in the front yard. 
it what would it do to a man’s skin, he wondered. He 
not know the answer unless he tried it on himself. 
sprayed one bare arm and waited for it to break out 
come swollen or produce some other reaction that 
id tell him not to include it with his testing materials. 
lut nothing happened to his skin. So he thought, so far so 
. I’ve got a gallon of the stuff somewhere around, and 
[use it all. I'll use it full strength, not diluted the way I 
for the jungle animals. A mixture that repulsed ordinary 
le beasts would likely be far too weak to affect Slayer; 
human meat that disgusted him and sent him away with- 
eating would have to have the most potent taste and 
1 ever known anywhere. 
He told himself, ‘I’ve got to make Slayer understand that 
not to be his meal, not ever. He must not tear my body 
, suck my blood, strew the jungle with my remains, 
, the very damned possibility of it takes my breath!” 
But he knew he need not fear the beast, not if he were 
le to find a potion that would be his safeguard. 


mat’s hide with the paste, then tossed it into Slayer's ¢ 
Again and again the mantis pounced upon the running 
tearing it to bits — or, sometimes eating it whole. Now 
then he sucked out the blood first, then scraped the i 
with his mammoth claws, eating until there was no Temnay 
of meat left. 

Two weeks Dyke worked, trying one formula after a, 
other, At last he put together a jar of dregs from an ol 
refinery that an American had left in a café in Barranqui 
to stink up the place for fun’. It smelled like rotten cabbage 
as refineries always did. Dyke added his stench-plant juice, 
a goodly portion of dog repellent, polecat spray he had once 
caught in a can when a skunk let go at him, and variow 
other foul-smelling things that should send any animal oq 
earth running. He topped it all off with a generous sprint. 
ling of poison; if Slayer, or his kind, ever took a nip of 
Dyke’s flesh, he wanted it to make them sick or dead, 

Each odor seemed to enhance itself and the others by the 
mixing. When it was done, Dyke thought, how can I standit 
myself? But that’s a stupid question. If it will work, it cannot 
matter to me how much it stinks. It has to be absolutely dis 
agreeable to keep Slayer off me. 

He went into the forest to inspect his traps and founda 
small anteater there. He brought it back to the cabin, 
smeared it with his latest potion, and carried it out to 
Slayer’s cage. The mantis looked upon the meat, reached 
out his clawed hands to take it from Dyke, and then caught 
a whiff of the hellish odor that emanated from the young 
anteater that wriggled and twisted in Dyke’s clutch. At 
once the great mantis turned his back and moved to the 
furthest corner of his cage. Obviously he wanted nothing t0 
do with anything that smelled that bad. 

Dyke took the anteater back into the cabin, forced a half 
cup of his potion down the animal’s throat, and placed ita 
alittle wire pen by the back step. 

Within minutes the animal fell over dead. So much the 
better, Dyke told himself. He’ knew now that this mixtu® 
would repel when he willed it to, would poison and kill if 
so decreed. 

Then he asked himself aloud, ‘Will this stuff work as W#! 
on human flesh as it does on the bodies of animals? Slay 
loves man-meat the best of all. He may take the isk of 
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vouring a man, meaning me, simply because man is 
veeter and more tender than the four-legged beasts.’ 

He smeared his leftarm with the liquid; it was so potent 
at it choked him for a moment, making him turn his head 
avoid its constant smell. But he knew that if it proved to 
what he was searching for, he would have to get used to 
e stench gradually, learn to love it because it was his 
fety. 

He forced his feet to walk toward the mantis’s cage, 
inking, God, what if Slayer bites off my arm and chews it 
ip before my eyes? I can sense the look of it, the feel of the 
‘in, the sight of the blood that would flow from my arm 
ket. I wonder what it’s like to watch a beast eating a part 
f your body while you’re helpless to prevent the gruesome 
ack that your arm is providing. 

Well, he thought on, I’m right-handed. If Slayer bites off 
ne arm, I’ll still have my best one. And I’ve got to hope that 
‘I won't lose an arm or even a hand ora finger! 

He approached the mantis’s prison, saw the monster come 
inning to the bars, stand panting, waiting for the meat he 
had come to expect Dyke to bring him. 

Dyke thrust his arm into the cage, holding it there for the 
insect’s inspection. If Slayer ate it, he would likely not die 
as the anteater had died; he needed a greater strength of 
poison to cause his demise. But Dyke would be maimed for 
ife. Yet he had to take this risk to achieve the success he 
sought. 

Slayer came close and sniffed at the arm. 

He hesitated a few seconds as though sorry to lose this 
human titbit. . 

Then he whirled with a shake of his gigantic belly, and 
took to the other side of the cage, as far from the evil smell 
ashe could travel. ‘ 

Dyke withdrew his arm, feeling relief wash him in streams 
_ Of sweat. 

He had made it. God, he had made itat last! By trial and 
error he had found the mantis repellent he sought. 

He instructed himself aloud: ‘Now what I have to do is get 
/ Inyself used to my smell. Then I have to get Slayer used to it, 
teach him that he can’t eat me but wants to be with me 
because I’m the source of his food. He learns real quick, a 
lot quicker than I’d dared hope. He knows his name and 
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comes to the bars when I call him. He'll lear the Test 
what he has to know before long.’ a 

For the next week Dyke tried to accustom them both 
the smell that would be his on Malpelo. And tookles 
than he had expected. 

Twice a day he took live meat to the beast’s Cage; he kaey 
that each time he paused beside the mantis, his own 
became more bearable to Slayer because it meant a meal, 

On the third day he decided to venture further in ti 
experimentation. He took a newly captured monkey and, 
nonpoisonous snake for the mantis’s morning meal, 1 
opened the cage and held the monkey a few feet from the 
door that had penned Slayer for so long. 

The insect rushed out but did not head for freedom in thy 
woods, Instead he followed Dyke’s hopes exactly. He settle 
beside Dyke on a great boulder, extending his clawed hanj 
for his hand out. 

Dyke gave him the monkey, still retaining his hold on the 
serpent, 

Slayer took the live meat and held it a few seconds asif 
savor the taste that would be his when he ate it. Then be 
banged the monkey’s head against the bars of the cage an 
snapped it in half. At once he began to dig the brains outa! 
the head, to eat them With hissing relish, plainly delighted t 
the delicious flavor. 

When the brain was gone, he ripped the fur from the smal 
body and began to devour the flesh, lifting the meal often to 
let the blood from it drain into his throat. Dyke had never 
seen the insect drink water; he now thought, he may 2d 
need it. Why should he, ever? The blood of all his prey aa 
easily be as much liquid as his body and his appetite, requir. 
And the marrow from the bones, even small bones like ths 
monkey’s furnish Slayer a little moisture too. 

He watched as the beast sucked every bone of the litt 
creature, leaving no marrow unfound or uneaten. Flesh 
blood and marrow all went into the great beast’s maw, t0 
chewed and swallowed with delight. 

When there was no more of the monkey left, Sia 
turned back to the man, holding out his claws for mot 
Dyke held tightly to the tail of the snake as he let it sib® 
toward the mantis. Instantly Slayer caught the prey, pins 
it to the ground as he rammed his claws through the bo 
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he snake was at least six feet long, but it could only twist 
fd strain in the mantis’s grasp. It could not escape, so Dyke 
sed his hold on it, 
He saw that there were four large lumps in the snake’s 
Ddy. It must have raided a bird’s nest in the last few hours 

id swallowed the eggs which were now waiting to be 

gested. He wondered whether Slayer would spot them. 

He did. While he held the snake down with one claw, he 

ed the other one to rip open the long, wriggling body and 

pose the inner parts of it. At once he came upon an egg 
ind popped it into his mouth, pausing a bit to widen his 
rotruding eyes in the enjoyment of this new flavor. Then 
chewed the egg slowly, more slowly than Dyke had ever 
en him chew before, When the egg was gone, he spied the 
er three, dug them from the snake’s body, and ate them 
lowly, seeming to find raw eggs much to his liking. 

At last there were no more eggs, But Slayer was not 
finished with the snake, There was meat to be found within 
the body, and a bit of blood too, though not as much as 

ally gushed from his victims. He cut the snake into bite- 

sized bits, using his claws as knives, slicing up the reptile 

hile he yet breathed, poking at the pieces as if to force 
them to move when there was no more life in them. 

He pulled the entrails of the snake into his maw, follow- 
ng them with the meat that he pulled from the skin. Bite by 
bite the reptile became the monster’s dessert. Dyke watched 
the whole of the meal, unable to take his eyes from the sight 
of Slayer’s devouring the snake as he had eaten everything 
offered him except the evil-smelling food. As the mantis 

ped to catch his breath, the last long slice of meat still 
ging from his mouth, Dyke thought, I’m as pleased with 
satisfaction as he is. I enjoy his tearing living things 
art, forcing them to die a little at a time, every wound a 
rture that draws out screams of pure agony, from animals 
men that can make sounds — and wild, wiggling protest 

om silent kinds of prey like the snake. 
I think I could see Slayer swim in a sea of blood ~ and I 
could swim in it with him, especially if it was the blood of 
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I could spend my whole life seeing him eat men 

the greatest joy of all will be when I wateh him devours 
bite of flesh and drink every drop of blood that 

men have in them. 4 

As Slayer sucked the last bite of the snake into his may, 
he turned to Dyke for more. 

But Dyke said, ‘No, Slayer, no more, Not until tonigh, 
Go into your cage and go to sleep now,” 

The beast looked at the man, his eyes protruding more 
than normal, his claws working fitfully, his mandibles chey. 
ing though there was nothing left to chew. 

Dyke pointed toward the cage. “In, Slayer, Inside!’ 

The motion appeared to be what the mantis required jp 
obey. He trotted into his prison and huddled down into see 
as Dyke snapped the padlock shut. ‘ 

The test of Slayer’s dependence upon Dyke for his meas. 
and his consequent obedience to the man’s commands, 
been made. The mantis had passed the test. 

Dyke was certain that soon he could take the 
Malpelo. He knew that Slayer would stand | 
other mantises because of his size; but he’ 
identification than that. He looked about the 
bright-hued paint he might have stowed 
found a can of flaming red. . 

He painted over the shell on the 
handful of leaves for a brush. He hop 
would lend this special mantis added h 
creatures on the island. 

He fed the mantis well, offering 
before they began their journey 
too full to waddle, Slayer 
collar about him. After a slow m 
insect picked up speed and trotted 
for the sea. tha 

There was a little meat left 
bered, but not much. And tl 
animals, or many men, for § 
could be offered to the other b 


eatures to eat? Could he hope that every mantis th 
would be turned aside by his unbearable smell? 
Or must he expect that, if their hunger was great enough, 
o odor on earth would hold them from devouring the first 
ig they spotted? 


Chapter Seven 


Before they reached the beach, Dyke remembered how 
could feed Slayer and his mantis friends. Why should he 
appease their hunger with the sacrifice of man-flesh Which 
they prized so highly? 

Plenty of villagers could be found on the edge of the 
jungle and on the beach. Men from several settlements hag 
taken boat rides with Dyke many times in the years he4 
lived here. And if he took a whole village to the island, 
nobody would be left to mourn anybody — and none wouk 
come seeking them. That was the way he decided; take 
every man, woman, and child in a village. He would never 
be blamed for their disappearance, since no man alive woul 
know where they had gone. 

He pictured the massacre that would take place as soons 
the mantises glimpsed the live meal he had brought them 
There would be a dozen beasts, perhaps a hundred, for every 
person to be eaten. The man-meat would be torn apart, the 
blood gushing from the dismembered bodies faster than the 
countless insects could suck it down their greedy throats, 
into their huge bellies. ; 

Dyke felt excitement deep within himself, even at the 
thought of the killings. He seemed to hear, and enjoy, tht 
shrieks of the victims as they were seized and devoured, 1 
bite at a time, arms and legs, the contents of chest and abd 
mens, at last the heads. Or perhaps the heads would be spit 
apart first, in order to provide the delicacy of a feast on tht 
brains at once. God, the sight would be as good as watching 
birds pull a worm apart or seeing starving cats fight over 
bowl of table scraps. Those enjoyments were small, incor 
sequential. But the disposal of the natives by the giatt 
insects would be a spectacular show, as bloody as ever 
meal was, as beautiful as hell must be to the devil himself. 
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But before the massacre, what about Slayer and the 

ndians who would be on the boat? This one oversized 
hantis must not be allowed to make a meal of the entire 
fillage on the way to Malpelo, which he could certainly do 
given the opportunity. The island mantises must not be 
prived of the food that should come from Dyke and thus 
art their reactions toward believing in him as the source of 
heir hunger satisfaction. 

He took Slayer in a large arc around the village, wanting 
p preclude the Indians’ sight of the beast. And he was cer- 
in that he accomplished it. The two of them made their 
yay down to the pier that was a quarter mile south of Dyke’s 
pat, out of sight of any villager. He tied Slayer’s metal 
pash to a pier pole, and the creature made no protest. 
ividently he was too tired to resent being tethered. Or per- 
aps he trusted Dyke now, understood that the man would 
ome back to him reasonably soon. 

Dyke walked back to his own pier, loosed the boat, and 
fan it to the place where Slayer was now asleep. He prodded 
the mantis awake and urged him onto the boat, down the 
airway to the living quarters. He hoped the giant carnivore 
d not tear up the remnants of the living-dining galley 
that the tidal wave had left; but he had to take that chance. 
He tied Slayer to the wall and pulled all the shades tight. 
He was pleased to see the beast settle down to finish his inter- 
ipted nap. Then he locked the downstairs section of the 
boat and went up to inspect it. There was no slit of light 
the lower story, no sign that a giant creature with a 
craving for men’s flesh was aboard. 

Quickly he started the motor, steered the boat back to his 
n pier and ran from it to the beach. He gave the call that 
the natives gave when they had news for the whole village — 
sort of ‘whoooo-eel’ that ended in a fair facsimile of Tar- 
an’s yell. 

When the first villagers came to meet him, they sniffed the 
air and began to back away from the foul smell that Dyke 
ed But he explained to,thent that fe wesicoveres Wi 
icine to heal a fever he had suffered in the jungle, and 

y accepted the tale. 


Women and children to join into, that he hed a raze 
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treat in store for them, they brought their families out; any 
they all gathered about Dyke to hear his message. 

Addressing Keko, he said, ‘I’m going out to Malpelo t, 
see what the storm did there. You may all come along fq 
the ride if you want to. My boat will hold everybody.’ 

Keko’s face held wariness. ‘Man come by yesterday, sy 
green things there. Big, fierce. Scared to go.” 

Dyke thought, You are so right, Indian. And You're going 
to feed them well with your bodies, 

He said, ‘Yes, I saw the green things there. But they'r 
just big bugs. We'll get along fine with them. And it will bey 
nice little vacation for your village. There will even bey 
meal when we get there.’ 

Keko queried, ‘See Marno too? White man take us tp 
Marno?’ 

‘What’s Marno?’ 

‘Is new island quake bring out of ocean. Man say island 
got name now, Marno. Also got green things.’ 

‘Has that man been to Marno?’ 

‘Oh, no. Not dare. Scare of green things.’. The native 
studied Dyke carefully. ‘We not scare of green things on 
Malpelo, not be evil spirits, sure?’ 

‘l’m sure, Keko. And we'll save Marno for another trip’ 

He ushered them onto his boat with a wide sweep of his 
brown hands, as if they were the most revered VIPs he had 
ever invited aboard his craft. And they all returned his we 
coming smile, some shaking his hand, others kissing hs 
cheek, all chattering happily. 

Dyke felt one infinitesimal stab of regret as he saw tht 
handsome Indian, Myli, and his woman, the beautiftl 
Tanza, the two who had shared the raw heart on anothet 
day. They, and the others of this village, were so trusting, ® 
affectionate. Perhaps... ~ 

But no. A man would be a damn fool to let any semblané 
of softness creep in now. Dyke had waited eleven years for 
the chance to make definite plans for his revenge. He 
not, must not, allow anything to bar his accomplishment 
it, 

These untutored, uncultured South American nitit® 
were just mental food and drink to him, as they would be 
reality to the Malpelo mantises. He need feel no 
tion about sacrificing them. 

70 


e lovely young woman, Tanza, was fit only to be a 
dinner for the beasts. Dyke would relish the sight of 
ipped body, of the great insects chewing off her suc- 

t breasts, the inside parts of her as they tore her open. 

blood would be their drink, as would the blood of every 

r on this boat. That blood would gush from them in a 
g tide, for surely the hunters would be unable to draw 

i¢ fluid from all the hunted as they devoured them; meat 

more likely to be sought than blood, sweet as blood was 
giants. The blood would cover the beach. 

haps Dyke could go wading in blood. He had promised 

If myriad times that he would drain every iota of blood 

Pete Stuart and the other three when he caught up 

them. If he could revel in rivers of it today, it would 
him and be a rehearsal for the magnificent day when 
rised his archenemies and stood by while his green 
fers ate the four humans alive. 

, he wished that day could be now! 
a few more weeks, or months, could make small 
. He could wait. 

he steered the boat on a straight course for his isle, he 
his eyes often to the north, sometimes squinting, 

imes raising his binoculars to assist his diminished 


low and then he asked himself, Where is that new island, 
), with its great green things? It had to be there some- 
He had never known natives to be wrong about 
; they had an innate sense of such things. 
it if Marno was there as Keko had said, it was out of 
’s view. And that had to mean that there would be no 
to Malpelo from Mamo. The northern mantises 
tend to their new-found home, and Dyke's insects 


the rail for a sight of the green monsters. And they 
full sight at once. 
mantises seemed to Dyke to be far greater in number 


The lovely young woman, Tanza, was fit only to be a 
lovely dinner for the beasts. Dyke would relish the sight of 
her stripped body, of the great insects chewing off her suc- 
culent breasts, the inside parts of her as they tore her open. 
Her blood would be their drink, as would the blood of every 
yisitor on this boat. That blood would gush from them in a 
surging tide, for surely the hunters would be unable to draw 
all the fluid from all the hunted as they devoured them; meat 
was more likely to be sought than blood, sweet as blood was 
to the giants. The blood would cover the beach. 

Perhaps Dyke could go wading in blood. He had promised 
himself myriad times that he would drain every iota of blood 
from Pete Stuart and the other three when he caught up 
with them. If he could revel in rivers of it today, it would 
excite him and be a rehearsal for the magnificent day when 
he surprised his archenemies and stood by while his green 
monsters ate the four humans alive, 

God, he wished that day could be now! 

But a few more weeks, or months, could make small 
matter. He could wait. 

As he steered the boat on a straight course for his isle, he 
moved his eyes often to the north, sometimes 
sometimes raising his binoculars to assist his diminished 
sight. 

Now and then he asked himself, Where is that new island, 
Maro, with its great green things? It had to be there some- 
where, He had never known natives to be wrong about 
locations; they had an innate sense of such things, 

But if Marno was there as Keko had said, it was out of 
Dyke’s view. And that had to mean that there would be no 
danger to Malpelo from Mamo. The northern mantises 
‘would tend to their new-found home, and Dyke's insects 
would stay, unmolested, in theirs. 

When the boat neared Melpelo, the passengers crowded 
near the rail for a sight of the green monsters. And they — 
got the full sight at once. 

‘The mantises seemed to Dyke to be far greater in number 
than they had been when he first saw them. Even his clouded 

a 


He adjusted the glasses, 
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looked alive with the big green invaders, asurge with 
digging into the earth, eating roots, eating dirt, ating 
other. 

Clouds raced above the island, doubtless leftovers fr 
the storm. They looked heavy with rain and hail. P 
they were even brewing a fresh quake, another tidal wa, 
from the bowels of the ocean that could sweep the little mp 
of land free of mantises and this boatload of natives 
even Dyke himself. This time the storm might wash him 
his boat, dash him into a quick death before he had 
his big revenge. Well, if that happened, it happened, y 
could not control nature when she went on a rampage q 
wayes and wind and death, 

Below the boiling clouds was Malpelo, and it was covery 
twice over with moving masses of green that crawled ay 
leaped and flew about, pawing each other, slithering to ty 
top of the hills of insects, fighting for supremacy over th 
others, and plainly battling for any food that came thet 
way. Many were dining upon their fellows, catching the ty 
of the shell that covered the belly and jerking it off, clawiy 
open the stomach and other organs, chewing them eager 

Dyke concentrated his blurred eyesight on a pile of greet 
on the beach, wondering what could be heaped there that» 
closely matched the beasts. 

Then he saw that it was the beasts, or parts of them, tht! 
must have been discarded by the living mantises after th 
had eaten as much of the bodies as they found to their likisg 
God, their cannibalism was not accidental; it was inte 
tional! 

Dyke smiled to himself, pleased to learn that fact. He ht! 
puzzled long hours over how to feed the beasts when he tott 
them over with Slayer’s assistance, What would he find 
feed so many of them, he had asked himself; and where# 
all of South America would there be enough to fill the! 
gaping bellies? Surely new thousands of them were 
from their age-old caves all the time, their hideout that 
tidal wave had opened. 

But now the problem was relieved, perhaps fully solve 
When they were hungry enough, they would dine upon’ 
other, And the way their numbers kept increasing, the 
they now flowed over the isle like an army of 1 
warriors bent on battle and being constantly replaced L 
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= for every one lost, they could eat half their thou- 
ds and not miss the eaten ones, 

< he kept watching, straining to catch as many details as 

rhe could, he saw the pile of green on the beach grow larger. 

nd he saw how the insects managed their cannibalistic 

meals, 

With all of them approximately the same size, no single 
yone could have overpowered another and devoured it with- 

ut super-insect strength. But the mantises were not relying 
ron fighting. As Dyke kept his glasses on them, he saw three 

‘beasts rush a fourth one, wrestle it to the sand, and begin to 
make their meal of it while it kicked its great legs, struggling 
to escape the torture of being eaten alive. 

But there was no possible escape for the cornered insect. 
‘Two of the beasts were upon the writhing body, their enor- 
mous feet holding it down. The third one was splitting the 
belly open after it had clawed off the shell, pulling out the 
organs and feasting upon them. 

The two that had leaped upon the dying one had no wish 
to miss the meal, it seemed. One of them snapped off the 
victim’s head while the other joined the emptying of the 
belly and the eating of its delicacies. Soon the three of them 
were eating from the belly. It appeared that only the con- 
tents of a mantis’s abdomen were edible to other mantises; 
the head, legs and shell — like skin were discarded. 

They strung out the prize they had extracted, and it 
looked like two miles of intestines that they slopped upon 
the sand. The distended stomach was ripped open, showing 
undigested worms and birds and fish and other mantises; 
the green of them shone upon the whiteness of the sand. 
And the eaters fell upon the stomach and devoured it all; 
even the once-eaten mantises were devoured, now rendered 
twice-eaten. , 

-The blood flowed over the snowy sand, dyeing it dark red, 
spreading on and on as the two creatures drank what they 
could of it and let the rest make a crimson stream, and then 
astain, about them. With their great claws they cut the rolls 
of intestines into sizes they could handle, raised them in their 
hands, and grabbed them greedily into their maws. Their 
mandibles moved almost too fast to see, chewing the food, 
dripping blood upon themselves and their victim and the 
white sand. 
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When they were finished with their dead fellow 
they dragged the lifeless bits to the green pile and left the 
there. 

Dyke thought, Some of you will have a real meal 
my friends, my future slaves. I wish I had enough Nati 
for all of you to eat your fill. But I will Satisfy as many , 
your bellies as I can — and make the sated ones happ 
enough to love me, if I can. ; 

Keko suddenly came running to Dyke. ‘White Man see 
bugs?’ 

‘Certainly I see them. They’re what we came to see,’ 

‘Then white man not scare of them. But] scare,’ 

‘Don’t be afraid, Keko, We'll have a fine day on th 
island. I think you'll have such a good time that you'll neve 
go back to the mainland.’ s 

Keko smiled his trust in Dyke and ran to tell the othey 
that no danger awaited them. 

Dyke saw that the pier he had built long ago, and ha 
used these many years, was gone. Undoubtedly it haj 
washed away in the storm that had levelled all the houss 
on the isle and had wrought havoc in every part. 

But he knew that, for these eager passengers, he needed 
no pier. They always leaped into the water when a boat 
neared land and ran barefoot onto the beach, 

It was that way this time, Dyke stationed himself at the 
end of the line of people leaving the boat, ready to force any 
fearful ones onto the land. He was larger than most of then, 
so he could fight them if necessary. And he had his hand 
on the gun in his pocket, in case he needed to threaten any 
body - or, as a last resort, shoot one, But he planned » 
shooting deaths because he wanted to present the mantis 
with the live meat he knew they preferred. He remember) 
how Slayer had prodded dead pieces of flesh to try to malt 
them move. And it was logical to assume that the oth! 
mantises shared Slayer’s intuition. 

The Indians jumped into the water as soon as the bot! 
was close enough for them to walk with their heads abot 
the sea. The men went first, then the women and oli 
children, carrying the little ones and the babies. Dyft 
thought, God, I hope the beasts don’t sight us until we'* 
on land. If they start eating the men at the head of the list 
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the others will panic and I'll have hell getting the last ones 
out of the water. 

But nobody in the line of passengers seemed to be look- 
ing ahead. They were chattering away with each other, 
hurrying to see what new sights were in store for them. And 
the women could not see past the men, Dyke noted, The 
whole group ought to be on the island before they realized 
what he had planned for them. 

He motioned them forward, tied his boat to a boulder 
that the quake had evidently tossed out of the ocean, and 
followed the natives onto the isle. 

He stayed far enough behind to watch the beasts on 
Malpelo. And he saw their reaction almost at once. Three 
of the green monsters spotted the line of human beings — 
people-meat! — coming toward them. And they lumbered 
heavily, as fast as they could, to meet the feast. 

When all the people were ashore, Dyke leaped into the 
water and waded toward the mantises. The first one rushed 
to him, smelled of him, and appeared to be repulsed at once 
by the frightful odor he put out. They passed him by and 
turned their course toward the darker-skinned people with 
him, 

He took Keko by the shoulders and shoved him toward 
the first beast; the mantis pounced upon the unsuspecting 
native with both feet and began to tear the man apart. 

Watching, the other Indians shrank back and started to 
huddle into a terrified knot of lost souls on the narrow 
beach. But Dyke waved the mantises forward, grabbing one 
person at a time, offering the human sacrifice to whichever 
monster reached for it. He meant to show himself the 
provider of this fine meal, to leave no doubt with these 
insects that when they saw him, they could expect to be fed. 

Two of the men had seized their women and were making 
for the boat, protecting their families as best they could. 
But Dyke headed them off, waving them toward land. When 
the natives kept running for the water, Dyke raised his gun 
and shot both men. The women gave up and went back to 
the horror-stricken huddle, clinging desperately to the 
others, 

Now the entire island of monsters was aroused. They 
came bounding from everywhere, out of caves and canyons, 
from behind hillocks of dirt, from under boards that had 
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once been houses. They climbed each other to be first at 
human meat, and Dyke saw two Of them bite off their fy 
lows’ heads to gain better places in the throng that Surge 
toward the natives, Many of the mammoth insects rose 
the air with a whir of wings that raised a breeze actog 
isle and put out the noise of a score of jet planes, Toaring iy 
Dyke’s ears as they soared above him. 

Most of them smelled Dyke and lingered a moment, bu 
no longer. He seemed safe from them, as he had hoped hy 
would be; every insect turned toward the Indians they 
would devour. 

The blood was beginning to flow now. And the sight ¢ 
it excited Dyke as he offered one person at a time to th 
giants, giving no heed to the pleas of the people, to ther 
screams, their vain attempts to escape their fate. 

Many mantises claimed each victim, splitting the pary 
and allowing most of them a few bites at least. Some ate the 
meat while others drank the blood. Yet with their frantic 
need to be filled, much of the blood spilled from their prey 
and spread over the sand. Dyke thought, When they gt 
the victims on land, there will be rivers of blood, just as! 
envisioned. I will get Slayer and we will wade in the blool 
and become the masters of this horde of creatures, Slayer 
will be God to the other mantiseés, and I will be God to him 

He felt himself shaking a little in his increasing excit 
ment. His heart beat wildly, and he felt warmth washiag 
through him. This slaughter was a marvelous sight, givin 
him elation, a feeling of glorious satisfaction, a man’s nects 
fulfilled. 

Behind him he heard a voice he knew, a shriek thi! 
caused him to whirl about; Keko was still alive on tht 
ground just off the beach, being shredded by four grett 
insects, yet not clawed open and shorn of his vital orga 

His arms and legs were torn off, and the blood guste 
from the holes where they had been. Great chunks of bis 
shoulders and hips were being ripped from him now, # 
the body was scarcely visible, so covered it was with ib 
blood. Three more mantises flew close, began to suck UP 
the flow of blood that the eating ones could not absorb; b! 
all of them together could not drink the whole of thet 
red blood that came from Keko, It made a stream of 
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across the land, a redness that gave Dyke added pleasure 
jneach new rush of it. 

while he could still speak, Keko called, ‘White man, white 

man, come to here!’ 

Dyke moved a few steps toward him, looking down with- 
out emotion, without shame, without regret, 

Keko accused, ‘White man knew! White man bring vil- 
lagers here for big bugs to eat!’ 

When Dyke did not reply, the Indian asked, ‘Is true?” 

Still Dyke made no answer. 

Keko made one last query: ‘Did white man lie when he 
say no scare here — or did white man not know?’ 

Dyke shrugged. The truth could make no difference to 
Keko now, nor to any of them, 

He said, ‘White man lie.’ 

He looked up to see three giant mantises bearing down 
upon him. They seemed unaware that he smelled foully. 
They appeared to have no purpose except to make their 
dinner of him, 


Chapter Eight 


He turned and started to run. 

Then he faced back, stood waiting for the beasts }; 
wide apart, his head high. : ti, 

Instinctively he grabbed his gun and aimed it 
oncoming giants. If he could make his few shots 
he could kill or even maim them, slow them down, give hy 
time to dive into the sea and head for his boat... 

He fired at the heads first. 

But the bullets glanced off harmlessly. 

The shells of the beasts must be took thick, too hard, 4 
be penetrated. 

He fired his last shells at the bellies, hoping that a softns 
would show up there, would burst the armor, would p> 
the great things upon the sand. . 

But the shots fell away this time too, without drayir; 
blood or fiesh, without making a scratch upon the tog 
shells that protected the beasts. 

Dyke let his eyes sweep the sky with its rolling clouds, t: 
isle with its crawling green death, the three creatures thi 
were bearing down upon him. God, only another tidal wax 
could snatch him from these monsters now. And that wast! 
likely to come, 

He. couldn’t outrun these three or any who would folls 
them, that was certain. They could rise from the grounds! 
fly wherever they chose, wherever a meal awaited thee 
If Dyke was to be their repast, he could do nothing to pret 
their clawing his body to bits, letting his blood gush 
eating him bite by bite. \ 

He braced his feet, set his teeth, tensed his muscles 
had been less than a man for eleven years, but he could 
as if he were whole. He would not cry out when the ba* 
tore his stomach open to share its contents, 
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Where would they tear him open first? Would they smash 
is head before they sliced into his body, thus ending his 
fe quickly? That was the best he could hope for. 
But he knew that the mantises seemed to enjoy the 
aming, the writhing, the whole useless resistance of 
heir prey. It was almost as if they stood laughing while 
victims struggled, before they slashed the body open 
heir meal, postponing the horrible death as 
png as they,could. 
Perhaps his pain of being tortured and torn apart would 
less because he had gloried in the monsters’ triumphs 
men, over animals, He had pictured the killings on this 
, the streams of blood flowing from torn arteries, the 
files of bones that would grow larger as more and more 
itives died in the grip of the insects. 
Now he faced three of those enormous beasts, his eyes 
. As long as he could, he would enjoy his own dis- 
nemberment as he had revelled in the clawing and bone- 
crushing and devouring of other men. He would show these 
ogres that one man could die without being a coward, 
ithout screaming or shrinking, without running away. 
He allowed himself one last glance down the 
seething mass of insects now trampling 


The second mantis reached him, struck out with 4 bry 
clawed hand, scraped the sharp swords down Dyke's 
bringing a red stain, a stream of blood that grew faster ay Kt 
poured from him. 

But the beast drew back angrily, holding up the law wig, 
which it had cut him, shaking the claw, turning from 
odor that had been transferred from Dyke to the bas, 
hand. 

Suddenly the insect leaped into the nearby water ay 
moved its hand up and down, washing off the evil 
that Dyke’s potion had put upon it, Then, returning frog 
the ocean, the mantis passed Dyke by, following in the pay 
of the others that crowded about the natives, 

Dyke faced the third mantis. 

He knew too well that he was dripping blood from tt, 
wound the second beast had inflicted, and that the blow 
might have more attraction for the thing’s eating him thy 
his smell could repel it. If it did, there was nothing ky 
could do to prevent the creature’s devouring him: 

No human being could resist the attack of such a beast, 

And Dyke had never been more human than now, 

The third mantis came close, then reared back on its great 
feet, turned itself around as if to reach air that was free ot 
this man’s stench. 

Atlast the insect trotted away. 

Dyke let out his relief in gasps that poured-over him ani 
through him, leaving him weak for a moment. 

But in the next breath he was himself again, pulled upto 
his full height once more, smearing the vile potion thit 
covered him, carrying it into the wounds where the bloo! 
was caking. 

He need have no fear of the mantises now, he assurt! 
himself, He had repulsed three; four, counting Slayer. Ht 
would walk among them safely now. 

He made his way down the beach to the spot where tht 
insects were fast reducing the native humans to a pile of 
bones. He would watch the rest of the slaughter, se¢ the 
death that would have been his without his special pro 
tion. 

He found two mantises fighting over the body of a bebt 
As Dyke came near, the two beasts pulled the little fo# 
in two, one taking the head, the other the body. Blood 
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from the little figure, but not for long. The baby made only 
wo bites for each of the killers. 

Then Dyke saw the girl, Tanza, in the arms of her man, 
yli. The male was trying to shield the female from the 
pnslaught of the creatures. And he was speaking low to the 
firl, trying to bolster her terror and his own. 

Dyke understood their language, and he heard the man 
ying, ‘I will slide you beneath me, Tanza, my flower. I will 
ip you into the water. Go quickly and swim under the sea 
the white man’s boat. Hide there and make no sound. 
en the white man leaves the isle, you will leave too. You 
vill be safe, my flower, I will see that you are safe.” 

She hid her face against his chest, trembling from her 
ng black hair to her bare brown feet. ‘Myli, Myli, why 
d the white man do this to us?” 

‘I know not, my flower. But he may not have intended 
is to happen to our people. And the great green things 
nay eat him too, as they are eating those we know and love.’ 

Suddenly the man’s speech was cut off as a mantis seized 
him and dragged him from the girl, sinking its claws deep 
into his body, one hand slitting the shoulder, the other 

wing blood from the broad back. 

Myli shouted, ‘Hide, my flower, hide wherever Ege can! 

Do not let them take you!’ 

‘And the igitl slipped: betting’ the/last twormensthe caly : 

ones left untouched by the beasts, For a moment she was 

put of sight. But Dyke thought, They will find her. If they 
on’t I will find her for them. I will pull her from her hiding 
ace and offer her to the mantises, They will adore me for 
ot Spsaraplillnrtigiscatiercni fils ce 8 pi es 

Now ee attention was claimed 

Bigcucrever tele hi dict het: a 

ody wherever fancy 
slawed out an eye, chewed and swallowed it, ay 

ght in the flavor. The beast dug ov 


withthe sume rel aes 
ae 


Two more mantises came to a jarring halt beside the 
and they broke in upon the feast at once. Seeming to 
that the inner parts were the prizes sought by the first yg 
the second pair snapped off the arms and legs and ey 
running down the beach with the limbs. Dyke knew 
the four of them would soon eat all that was edible, ev, 
to the marrow of Myli’s bones. 

The two who sat upon the man were eating away at hy 
flesh, making bloody inroads into the sturdy shoulders any 
the fleshy buttocks, sucking up the blood that flowed i, 
torrents from the endless wounds. 

Then one of the beasts dug his claws into the chest ng 
brought them down the length of the body, laying it op 
and revealing the inside organs that Dyke knew would ty 
the tastiest of all. 

Hissing so loudly that the sound echoed and reechoe 
across the beach, the two scooped out the heart and liver, 
the intestines, the stomach, the entirety of Myli's inner 
body. They scattered the cherished bites about the smi 
and began to eat into the mass, washing down the man-mat 
with blood. 

Other mantises joined them, catching the blood that the 
two could not reach, grabbing for any bits of flesh or bore 
that the victors discarded. One of the new insects, evidently 
hoping to wrest the body from the ones who had claimed it, 
sank his claws into the leg of one of those who was eating, 
Instantly the stabbed mantis whirled and struck the it 
truder with his free leg, breaking its hold and sending tk 
insect rolling upon the bloody beach. 

In a few seconds there was a whir of wings as a grt 
horde rushed toward the fallen mantis. The brightness 
their color against the blackness of the clouds was startlin, 
almost overwhelming. There seemed no end to these sw 
ing insects as they filled the earth and the sky with tht 
whistling wings, the enormity of their numbers obscunt 
the horizon. 

This new group was from the edge of the crowd that b# 
claimed the first natives when they hit the sand. Seeming® 
know that they could not share the human feast, be 
mantises took second-best and seized any beast of their ot 
kind that fell in the scramble. And, as the fallen one ti 
to right himself but was held on his back by his bulsi 
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Two more mantises came to a jarring halt beside 
and they broke in upon the feast at once, Seeming to. 
that the inner parts were the prizes sought by the fing 
the second pair snapped off the arms and legs and ty 
running down the beach with the limbs. Dyke kney "®t 
the four of them would soon eat all that was edible by 
to the marrow of Myli’s bones. 1 q 

The two who sat upon the man were eating Away at 
flesh, making bloody inroads into the sturdy shoulders, 
the fleshy buttocks, sucking up the blood that flowed 
torrents from the endless wounds. a 

Then one of the beasts dug his claws into the chest a 
brought them down the length of the body, laying it 
and revealing the inside organs that Dyke knew would ke 
the tastiest of all. 

Hissing so loudly that the sound echoed and Teechoe 
across the beach, the two scooped out the heart and live, 
the intestines, the stomach, the entirety of Mylis ing 
body. They scattered the cherished bites about the sn 
and began to eat into the mass, washing down the man-mey 
with blood. 

Other mantises joined them, catching the blood that the 
two could not reach, grabbing for any bits of flesh or bon: 
that the victors discarded. One of the new insects, evidently 
hoping to wrest the body from the ones who had claimed it, 
sank his claws into the leg of one of those who was eating 
Instantly the stabbed mantis whirled and struck the ir 
truder with his free leg, breaking its hold and sending the 
insect rolling upon the bloody beach, 

In a few seconds there was a whir of wings as a greet 
horde rushed toward the fallen mantis. The brightness of 
their color against the blackness of the clouds was startling, 
almost overwhelming. There seemed no end to these soar 
ing insects as they filled the earth and the sky with theit 
whistling wings, the enormity of their numbers obscuring 
the horizon. 

This new group was from the edge of the crowd that hal 
claimed the first natives when they hit the sand. Seeming (0 
know that they could not share the human feast, thest 
mantises took second-best and seized any beast of their ow! 
kind that fell in the scramble. And, as the fallen one tried 
to right himself but was held on his back by his bulgiss 
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ly, a dozen or more of his fellows descended upon him 
hishelplessness and slit open his abdomen. 
The beast made no sound, but his legs beat wildly upon 
s attackers and his claws tried again and again to sink into 
¢ bellies of those upon him. At last his useless efforts were 
,ited when four mantises planted their kangaroo feet upon 
m, two pinning him to the ground, the other two catching 
s clawed arms. He could fight them no more. He was 
eir prey, and his belly would be emptied into theirs. 
There upon the line between the brown ground and the 
hite sand, they tore off his undershell and ripped his 
omach and other organs from him, scraping the inside 
ean, managing, because of their great numbers, to catch 
most every drop of the insect’s blood, to wolf it down with 
tes of the food they had pulled from him. When they were 
one with him, they dumped him upon the growing pile of 
antis remains that littered the sand. 
Dyke moved his gaze back to Myli, who must surely be _ 
ead by now, bereft of his flesh and organs, sucked dry of 
is blood. His long body lay upon the white sand, and Dyke 
atched as two mantises clamped onto the man’s head to- 
ther, broke it off, and lifted it high. One of them started 
run with the head, then went flying aloft, plainly intending 
) break it and eat the brain by himself. But the second one 
nfolded his big wings and pursued the one carrying Myli’s 
ead and upset his balance, forcing him to land upon the 
ind, Together they smashed the head on a boulder, split- 
g the skull into pieces. One mantis grabbed a handful 
the brain, and the other took what was left, Like starved 
tings, they chewed the delicacy with hissing delight. 
‘Behind them, other insects were scrabbling over the. 
bs of flesh, organs, and bones that the two had left. 
ery bone that had not been sucked for marrow was now 
ined by the newcomers. Myli was not a man any longer. 
was a broken pile of discard, unwanted even: by his 


lers, 
Dyke brought his eyes back to the three natives who were 
ll alive. The two men had been trying to protect Tanza 
tween them, and to protect themselves, all this time. But 
hey could not hold out against the rush of beasts that 
imed their lives as food. 
Dyke climbed onto a large rock, high enough to let him 
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look down upon the feasting beasts, He knew how the 
would be eaten; he had witnessed such a scene many ie 
But he had never seen the insects devour a w me 
would be exciting to see. For a man who could never m,.' 
love to a woman, who had put females from his mind Yan 
ago, the sight of one being denuded and dined upon shy 
excite and delight him immeasurably, 

Dyke could scarcely remember what a nude 
looked like. As a boy he had played house with little g: 
and had seen them undressed. But they had been Unde. 
veloped, without breasts, without soft hips that Moved a 
they walked, without any real womanhood about them, Ay 
Dyke had not touched a woman since that time. Eunucy 
would waste their minds and emotions looking upon femal 
for what was the good of looking when there could be » 
more? 

So the sight of Tanza’s beautiful body would stir him, te 
was sure. Not to a sexual fulfillment, of course; not to 
arousal either. But he would feel the satisfaction of curiosity, 
if nothing else. He would gaze upon a naked woman ani 
take pleasure in the sight before the body was torn to shreds 
in the claws of the beasts. And now that he knew how 
elated he became when he saw men eaten, he could look 
forward to even more wild, primitive excitement when 
woman was devoured, ¥ 

One of the giant things broke from the crowd and seizs! 
the girl as the men were claimed by the other beasts. The 
mantis tore the beautiful young girl from the mass of greta 
bodies about him, unfolded his great wings, and soared high 
above the others with the female in his clawed hands. Dykt 
followed the flight with his binoculars, missing no part of 
the creature’s strategy. 

‘At a distance from the others but not far from the rock 
on which Dyke stood, the mantis dropped the girl and thet 
landed upon her, holding her helpless by the power of his 
feet that stretched from her face to her toes. In'one swe? 
of his claws he disrobed her. 

But the beast and the girl were not alone for long, Othe! 
mantises flew to the scene at once, trying to crowd close fot 
their share of the fresh young body. 

The girl was crying, pleading hopelessly: ‘Myli, Mil 
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where are you? Save me, Myli, save me from these green 


things!” 
But there was no one to hear, no one to respond to her 


cries. 

Dyke felt his own body glowing as he looked upon the 
Joveliness of the girl, the slender brown form, the perfectly 
molded breasts that were as comely as the flowers in Dyke’s 
jungle garden, as large as the melons he grew there. God, 
what a delicious meal those breasts would furnish for the 
hungry mantises! What tastiness they would put into a 
beast’s stomach! 

And the other woman-parts would be succulent too, Dyke 
was sure, If the beasts did not appreciate the sight of this 
fully developed, completely captivating female body, then 
Dyke would thrill to the sight for them. And he would try 
to watch every eating of a female hereafter. It was far 
better than the eating of men, though he had enjoyed that 
more than anything he had known in eleven years. 

He stood up on the rock, raised his hands high, placed his 
feet wide apart, and shouted, ‘This is beauty, this is happi- 
ness, the kind of enjoyment I never expected to experience 
again! God, I’m hot all over, I’m rich, I’m magnificent, ’'m 
a human being with human joy all over me!’ 

As the mantis that was upon the girl’s body hesitated, 
seeming to deliberate on which part of her to eat first, an- 
other beast crept up behind, slid carefully and noiselessly 
around the first mantis, and sent out his claws with lightning 
swiftness, 

When he drew back, a beautiful breast was in his clasp. 
Dripping its blood upon the interloper and the white sand 
beneath them, the breast stood upright in his claws, the 
brown nipple pointed toward the clouded sky, the rounded ~ 
flesh quivering in the creature’s hold. 

The mantis raised the breast high, sucking it for the blood 
that ran from it, drinking every drop he could pull from the 
soft flesh. Dyke thought, Why doesn’t he just look at it for 
minute, let his eyes love the sight? 

But he knew that to a giant mantis, the girl's flesh, any 
part of it, was only food and drink. And when the blood 
was. drained from the lovely breast, the beast plopped the 
vhole of the rounded part into his mouth and began to chew 
he delectable bites it afforded his appetite. 
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Another creature slipped near now, sliced off the Seong 
breast and was flying away with it, Other creatures gh 
the girl’s arms and legs, while still others caught the ta 
that flowed from her torn body. 

She had screamed at first, terrified cries that Tesoy 
past Dyke and seemed to fill the entire isle. But she was 
moaning low now, too near death to make loud outerieg 
wasted to protest longer. 

The mantis who sat upon her did not fight off the 
that had stolen bites from her body. It seemed Satisfied 4 
know that the torso was his, that its inner parts would bey 
meal, the best meal that any such creature could desire, 

He ran his claws down her face and shoulders, leaving 
slits that ran red with her blood. Quickly he bent his hea 9 
suck the blood, sinking his claws in again to squeeze mop 
and more blood from the girl, giving him more and more tg 
suck. 

Then he sliced the body apart, slitting it from throat tp 
thigh, opening the inside of the girl for Dyke to feast his 
eyes upon. As fast as the blood gushed, that fast did the 
beast drink it, thus leaving the organs visible. Dyke studied 
them, enthralled, excited, gloriously human in his own eye, 

Before the mantis rent the organs from the chest and 
stomach cavities, he bent low over the girl and filled-his 
great maw with all that stamped the body as female, Watch. 
ing, Dyke thought, God, I think I could eat that part myself, 
I could never touch a woman’s privacy otherwise. Perhaps 
sometime I can share such a part with one of the beass 
when he eats it. 

He continued to gaze upon the fascinating picture of the 
one giant insect eating out the inside of the girl while others 
pushed close enough to devour her outside. Shoulders, back, 
hips, arms, and legs, all made bites for the many mantis’ 
that grabbed for them. And the beast that had first claimel 
her was making the most of his enjoyment of her organs 
savoring the heart and liver, the intestines, and at last tht 
stomach, which he stabbed open and spilled upon the sand 
about him. When other beasts attempted to steal the del 
cacy from him, the claimant lashed out with his great clavs 

- and sent them flying from him. Then he settled down tobi 

pleasure in eating the half-digested food he had ripped frot 
the female stomach, seasoning it with bites from the intes’ 
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ines that he had coiled about himself to insure his owner- 
ship. 

Suddenly a sly beast slipped from the crowd, lumbered 
past the mantis engaged in devouring the girl's inner organs, 
and paused at her face. In a movement that Dyke would not 
have thought a mantis capable of making so fast, the beast 
tore off the female head and bore it away, scurrying on his 
mammoth feet to the boulder next to Dyke’s vantage point. 

There he cracked the skull and split it into many parts, 
spilling the brain upon the rock. He gathered it up, to the 
last wrinkled bit, and began to gorge himself with it, hissing 
his delight at the taste. Many times he ran his claws inside 
the pieces of skull, as if to be sure he was getting every 
edible bite. 

At last Dyke pulled his gaze from the remnants of the 
girl, knowing there was nothing recognizable about Tanza 
now. And he said aloud: ‘Thank you, native woman. You 
have given me zest and elation today. You have afforded me 
pleasure as well as giving the beasts a meal. You have served 
me well. Your whole village has given me satisfaction. The 
occupants of other settlements will go into the bellies of 
these giants in time, but you have the honor of being first!” 

He looked about the island, gazing in awed amazement 
at the still-seething mass of green giants that seemed not to 
diminish, no matter how many of them were eaten by the 
others or trampled to death in the race toward food. He 
noticed a patch of green in the water, and saw that it was 
part of the mantis remains, now grown so great that the 
mass was washing into the lapping sea. Perhaps sharks and 
other large fish would dine upon them. 

Well, the loss of a thousand beasts a day would mean 
little to Dyke’s plans, Another thousand, or perhaps double 
that number, were hatching somewhere below ground and 

» popping to the surface to join the green bodies, the enor- 
mous bellies, the clawed hands, every day, in the hope of 
surviving if they could find food. 

A man could hold superiority over any man he chose to 
intimidate, over any group of men, over any country, if he 
could rule this throng of giants whose sole purposes in 
living were eating and sleeping. ° 

That moment, Dyke remembered Slayer. He had left his 
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insect pal, his pet (dared he think of 
aboard the boat, locked in the galley. Slayer i ht lite) 

How hungry would the beast be by now? 

Would he still sit down harmlessly beside Dyke any 
what was offered? Would he trot beside his master yg, 
protest? Would he still enter his cage upon Dyke's 
Or would he now hate the man who had locked him up . 
left him alone? i 

Dyke waded out to the boat and climbed aboard, At on 
he heard a tremendous rattling and crashing below the de 
He dashed to the stairs and ran down to unlock the door iy 
secured Slayer. 

The scene made him dizzy. The living quarters were 
total scramble, the portion spared by the tidal wave now iq 
Tuins, Furniture was broken, dishes pulled from the cp 
board and smashed. The kitchen was so scattered that Dyix 
knew no part of it. The refrigerator was overtumed ii 
opened, the food all gone from it. The shelves in the ma 
were stripped bare, even the flour and sugar and spice cass 
emptied. Every edible atom had disappeared - eaten, d 
course, by Slayer. 

Dyke remembered that the mantis had been asleep whet 
he locked the galley. There had been nothing to assure he 
beast that anyone would ever come back to free him. Atl 
that fear, combined with his natural hunger, could bat 
caused him to make this mess. 

Would he remember Dyke? 

And if he did, would he love him - or despise him? 

How long was the memory of a giant mantis? 

Dyke saw Slayer coming toward him, the beast’ card 
hands working, his mandibles chewing and chewing, 
his master’s flesh were already in his mouth. al 

Dyke thought, God, if he hates me enough, even the 
of me won’t keep him from eating me! 


Chapter Nine 


ora few seconds the man and the beast faced each other, 
eir eyes wide, their hands moving, their wariness showing. 
Dyke thought, He remembers me all right. If I had a hind 
uarter of a butchered animal to offer him, I might get by. 
ut he’s eaten every bite on the boat, There’s no meat left 
him but me, Why didn’t I tie up one of the natives and 
ve him on deck to be this beast’s meal? 

Slayer came across the room and paused in the doorway 

* ¢ Dyke. He extended his clawed hands as he had done 

the jungle when he wanted food, when Dyke had always 

able to supply it. 

But this time Dyke’s hands were empty. Slayer’s bright, 
protruding eyes went up and down his master’s person as if 
searching for the hunger-appeasement that was not visible, 

Dyke argued softly, smoothly, ‘Slayer, my good friend, 
you aren’t hungry. You can’t be. You’ye eaten everything I 
had on this boat, and I had a lot. You're full. And you want 
to go ashore with me, get reacquainted with your old bud- 
dies, the mantises we left on Melpelo.” 

He knew that the mantis could not understand his words, 
but they were reassuring to himself. And he hoped that his 
soft voice, his coaxing tone so packed with affection, would 
hold the beast from making Dyke the meal he sought. 

But the monster began waving his clawed hands and 
shuffling his tremendous feet, his jaws working harder and 
harder with every breath. Dyke’s odor did not seem to repel 
him as it had at first; perhaps it had been a mistake for Dyke 
to accustom the mantis to bis smell and thus teach him to 
ignore its unsayoriness. 

He stepped back through the door. 

Slayer stepped with him. 
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But the monster was closer to the man now, near Coong, 
to take a bite if he so desired. 

And evidently that was exactly what he meant to do, 

The beast’s eyes were on Dyke’s feet and ankles, 
gleamed bare and brown in the sunlight that danced Up 
the sea. 

Dyke thought, God, I forgot that the water would 
off my covering. I put it on my skin and my clothes too, buy; 
lost it when I waded to the island and then back to the 
God, my feet and ankles don’t smell bad at all, not like the 
rest of me. 

Will Slayer bite off my legs and feet, devour them before 
my eyes? 

He held himself taut and tried to keep backing away, 

But the mantis caught him before he had gained the stain, 
One of the great claws flashed out, caught the top of Dyke 
denim pants, his only garment, and ripped them from him. 

In the next second, the beast was standing over him ashe 
knocked him to the deck. 

But he did not offer to bite him. Would the smell sr 
Dyke after all? 

Yet he knew he dared not be too hopeful. There was 
eating, killing in Slayer’s eyes. J 

The beast suddenly turned from the man’s face and from 
his body as far as the knees, seeming not to want to risk the 
foul taste for the meal beneath it. But his eyes went dowa 
and spied Dyke’s ankles and feet. Dyke thought, God, if 
you’re going to bite them off, do it fast, damn fast, before! 
lose my cool! : 

Then, like a bolt of electricity shot between poles, th 
great thing dropped its head and opened its jaws In! 
second, it had bitten out the whole of Dyke’s left cal, 
leaving the bone exposed, the flesh torn and bleeding, tt 
blood from the man’s veins rushing into the wrecked gall! 
and dyeing them both. . 

But as Slayer sat back upon his haunches to enjoy hisnee 
found meat, Dyke slid swiftly out the door and iY 
after him, turning the key in the lock, breathing relief 
found himself free at last. God, that thing would have 
him up to both knees if he’d stayed there, Slayer would 
found out that there was meat and blood under the frisht! 
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il, and he’d have dug out Dyke's insides, eating them a 
Ata time! 
od, watching a beast bite off part of you and chew it up 
pre your face and eyes was a torture he'd never known 
abbing was painful, being shot was hell; but being 
, bite by bite, seeing your own blood gush from your 
and redden the floor at your feet ~ thar was the ulti- 
fe torture. He knew how his old enemies would suffer as 
were slit to bits, they were devoured in pieces, as 
fy died when their living hearts were torn from them, 
Pyke looked down at his wounded leg, still bleeding pro- 
ly where the calf had been. There was no pain now as 
had been when Slayer took his big bite; there was only 
Mbness. But Dyke knew the pain would return, would 
¢ him for days and weeks as the wound healed. 
He ran upstairs to the rail, grabbed one of the towels he 
pt there, made a tourniquet, and tied it tightly below his 
ft knee. The flow of the blood lessened somewhat, and he 
od up. Though it was not easy, he could keep walking; 
re were no broken bones to prevent it. 
His eyes followed the trail of blood he had made from the 
lley, up the stairs to where he stood now. He had witnessed 
untless people and animals drained of their blood by the 
tises, without repulsion or regret; it had been pure 
oyment to him. But the sight of his own blood was 
strating and infuriating. He must ensure its not happen- 
again. Nothing must stand in the way of his plans; in his, 
ith there could be no vengeance. He must not allow any 
ist to eat any part of him any more. 
He moved to the medicine chest, which he always stored 
nd an iron panel. He took down alcohol and cleansed 
e wound where the mantis’s sharp teeth — fangs, really 
om the way they had bitten into his leg and defleshed it in 
bite — had left their mark. Then he poured his special 
ncoction into the ‘hole in his leg, a medicine that had 


hell, and he'd have dug out Dyke's insides, eating them a 
ata time! 
God, watching a beast bite off part of you and chew it up 
fore your face and eyes was a torture he'd never known 
fore. bbing was painful, being shot was hell; but being 
fen, bite by bite, seeing your own blood gush from your 
gins and redden the floor at your feet — shat was the ulti- 
te torture, He knew how his old enemies would suffer as 
y were slit to bits, as they were devoured in pieces, as 
hey died when their living hearts were torn from them. 
Dyke looked down at his wounded leg, still bleeding pro- 
fusely where the calf had been. There was no pain now as 
here had been when Slayer took his big bite; there was only 
ymbness. But Dyke knew the pain would return, would 
gue him for days and weeks as the wound healed. 
He ran upstairs to the rail, grabbed one of the towels he 
ppt there, made a tourniquet, and tied it tightly below his 
knee. The flow of the blood lessened somewhat, and he 
up. Though it was not easy, he could keep walking; 
here were no broken bones to prevent it, 
His eyes followed the trail of blood he had made from the 
/ up the stairs to where he stood now. He had witnessed 
puntiess people und animals drained of their blood by the 


on the island, he would be ready to take his chief mani, 
ashore. 

He raised his binoculars, studied the sea of moving, writh, 

ing green upon the isle. Though the mount of mantis gn 
casses was higher than a second-story window now, 
the other side of the island was filled with more green 
of beasts and was washing out to sea, still the horde 
no smaller, no less avid for food, no mite turned aside from 
its activity of eating and killing whatever prey it chancs 
upon. 
Dyke would have to come up with some way to feed those 
brutes if he was to control them. He felt certain he cou 
win Slayer back to friendship; after all, he had exposed the 
beast to fresh, clean meat, his own feet and legs, which he 
himself had taught Slayer to devour. The mantis was inno 
way to blame. Dyke would have to remember to smear his 
protecting paste over any part of him that was washed, every 
time he stepped ashore, If he did that, and if he provided 
Slayer with the food he needed, the biggest mantis of them 
all would surely be his friend once more, not biting pieces 
out of him but hunching down beside him, eating or sleep 
ing, as he had done in the jungle. “ 

He remembered that he had not checked his fishing 
since the storm. If the tidal wave had left any of them 
there might be something there for the beast, U: 


ching it delightedly, almost at once extending his 
jwed hands for more. Dyke motioned the creature to 
je up on deck, which Slayer did, shoving Dyke ahead of 
in his haste to be free of his prison, 
Dyke headed him toward the big catch, hoping that it 
uld be big enough to sate the beast’s hunger. Slayer ran 
top speed when he spied the meal that was strung along 
deck for his eating, Tackling one end of the catch, he 
the first fish into his mouth, then the next. In a 
ment he was gorging himself and loving the gorging, 
king part of it but mostly leaving the blood for the new 
t that stretched ahead of him. 
Dyke smiled. So far so fine — for now. But the catch would 
it last Slayer past this meal, it was now apparent. What 
Id provide the food for Slayer and the others that Dyke 
ined to make into the army to wreak his vengeance? Not 
ugh animals could be found in all of Columbia to satisfy 
¢ insatiable hunger and thirst of the Malpelo mantises, 
He'd have to carry out the plan he had dreamed up on 
¢ island earlier today — that of feeding mantises to man- 
s. He'd have to speed up that process, keep them eating 
other. 
If he meant to kill insects for other insects to use as food, 
’d have to devise a means to do so. There must be a soft 
it in the armor of the green monsters, a place where a 
let from Dyke’s gun would penetrate and cripple the 
its, hopefully cause them to roll over in death, 
Dyke had plenty of ammunition on the boat, deep in an 
cupboard on deck which Slayer had not disturbed, 
hich even the storm had not damaged. Limping on his 
unded leg that was now growing unbearably painful and 
ling a powerful ache through his whole body, Dyke made 
way to the ammunition cache, 
He pulled the chest to the front of the cupboard and 
the shells and powder safe and dry. Here was his 
leans of gaining power over the island monsters by feeding 
of them to the other part — if he could discover a vul- 
ible spot in their thick shells. He wished he had cannons, 
ibs, laser beams, any of the large weapons that present- 
armies employed. But he had only his gun and the 
ts that fit it. 
He sat down beside Slayer and adjusted his aching leg, _ 


studying the beast as he sat nor ofa aoa 
Dyke had given him. The armor of a giant mantis 


no doubt about it. But there had to be natural 
shell, maybe cracks or partitions, where a cea 
shot and killed. 4 
Then he saw it! It was the one place where il 
would be unable to carry on if he were shot, It was the. 
where the head joined the body. And the top of the i 
covering looked soft as well. Dyke moved close beside! 
and touched the creature’s throat, the beginning of 
armor that protected his abdomen, Yes, God, yes, the 
a softness there. Shots made dead center into the 
or into the start of the belly, should tumble a mantis 
tracks, rolling him into the path of the others who 
sustain themselves upon his dead body. { 
He waited until Slayer had devoured the last fish 
long array, knowing that the mantis would not 
meal until it was completed. Then Dyke spoke the 
name softly, affectionately. And Slayer came to 
against him, and settled down beside him tosleep, 
But Dyke urged, ‘No, no, Slayer, There is 
dozing now. We must get to the island and make: 
ledder of the mantises there. Come, Slayer 
up, you hear?” 


erjoyed at his success, Dyke began to fire again and 
in, each shot killing a mantis, dropping him into the 
h of those who desired his belly for their supper. 
fe knew that the beasts were taking note of his gun, that 
y were even waiting their turns for him to kill a running 
I for them. He could not have hoped for this much 
ndence this soon. 
eside him, Slayer did not offer to intrude upon the 
 mantises’ devouring of their kind. No doubt he was 
full of the meal he’d had on the boat, Or perhaps he 
d being associated with the man with the gun, the power 
ing down these monsters, to lay them at the feet of the 
gry ones. 
juddenly a beast came up behind Slayer and prodded him 
ard, raising a claw as if to tear the oversized mantis 
But Slayer turned and stared at the lesser beast, 
ring his head a little and raising his own clawed hands 
if-defense and also in evident intent of murder, 
¢ smaller mantis backed away, his eyes bulging even 
than usual as he eyed Slayer’s bright red head, as scar- 
‘as the blood that was flowing from the beasts being torn 
irt, a crimson gush that swept the beach and spread into 
water. 
Dyke reached out and patted the red head. ‘Good boy, 
yer, You're the biggest of them all — and the only one 
th a red head. You will command them as I will com- 
nd you.” 
he giant insect haunched down beside him, content to be 
of Dyke’s continued slaughter of part of the beasts for 
sustenance of the others. 
loud Dyke asked himself, “Will Slayer’s red head com- 
nd respect from all the other mantises as it did from this 
e? Will we gain control over the island beasts, at least 
ough to carry some of them ashore and train them for the 
ip to Ibaqué, the journey that will end in the tortured 
ith of Pete Stuart? Will my ammunition hold out long 
ough to keep the beasts in awe of my gun? And what will I 
if it does not?* 


Chapter Ten 


Gaining power over as many mantises as his purpos ts 
quired was less effort than Dyke had expected, 

Bach morning he shot some of the beasts for the Others 
eat, thus maintaining his ability to bring down any yi 
threatened him or refused to follow the motions he Made ty 
them, the words he gradually taught to a chosen few, Tak 
ing them understand and obey orders. 

As the days passed, his leg healed; but it was slow ay 
painful, causing him to limp. He dismissed the ache and thy 
limp, however, assuring himself that his purpose left no time 
for self-pity. 

From the canyons on the island he resurrected enoug 
lumber and tin to put together a lean-to, And beneath it le 
dug a cave, using tools from the boat. He made a room fir 
himself and another for Slayer. Little by little he dug outa 
third room, large enough to hold twenty of the beasts, tle 
number he had decided to use as his avenging army. fe 
coaxed a score of the mantises into the cave room ail 
secured them there, covering the dirt floor with scraps of ta 

_ to hold out others that might come snooping for food. 
.Each day he shot plenty of mantises to feed his twen} 
one selected beasts, letting the others on the isle fend it 
themselves. Slayer and the twenty rewarded him by makitt 
no attempt to attack him, by simply waiting for him to fel 
their cannibalistic appetites. 

During-the remainder of each day, Dyke worked on}! 
boat, repairing the damage that the tidal wave, and litt 
Slayer had caused. Enough was left to allow a semblan 
order, At each end, fore and aft, he built mammoth cif" 
from the scraps of iron that he salvaged, constructing a 
cage large enough to hold ten of the beasts and make thet 
escape impossible, 
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When the cages were finished and the boat was in as good 
ndition as Dyke seemed able to put it, he began to kill and 
aul aboard dozens of mantises to furnish food for the 
enty-one he planned to take into the jungle. He was con- 
lent that there would be villagers enough for all to eat 
nce he reached the dense growth on the land; natives would 
the beasts’ best meals as they made their way toward 
qué. 
He promised himself aloud: ‘When we get to the main- 
id, I'll go into a town and buy or steal a truck. I'll load it 
with my mantis-avengers, I’ll drive it to Ibaqué and find out 
= Pete Stuart is hiding. I'll turn my monsters loose upon 
im and his family if he has one. I'll watch my green insects 
t him, and I’ll shout my pleasure. Then Ill take whatever 
0 he has and bring them back to Malpelo. I'll 
make me a great house among the beasts, and I will be the 
only human being who will be safe on the island. Nobody - 
no lawman, no ancient enemy, not even any curious hound 
will dare to approach my stronghold. The first ones who 
it will be eaten by my beasts; the rest will hear of the 
tortured deaths and will maintain their distance. 
‘When enough time has elapsed for Pete’s death to be 
forgotten, I'll start hunting for the other three, Kane and 
b and Ryan; I will see them die the way Pete will have 
ied. Then I'll go back to my island home and live in safety 
for the rest of my life. I’ll fish for my food and lie in the sun 
for my enjoyment. I’ll know peace and quiet at last. I'll be 
wenged.” 


‘wo months passed. But at last the day came when Dyke 
died his mantises for the trip inland. He had taught 
layer to take dead beasts to the twenty in the cave, and 
jose creatures had learned to await the big mantis’s appear- 
as they awaited Dyke himself. 
Many times Dyke told Slayer, ‘Dip your red head when 
go into their room.’ And Slayer did, always receiving, in 
a moving back by the others, a deference, a respect. 
Using the bait of their own fellows’ meat, Dyke coaxed 
beasts aboard the boat, five at a time. He got them all 
their cages with Slayer’s help; the redheaded monster, 
commanding the obedience of the others, nudged them 
wherever Dyke motioned him to place them. 
a 7 


The sea was calm as they set out for land, the 
Dyke could remember seeing it. Bluish-white clouds ns 
the horizon, whispering only @ vast quiet upon the Waly 
And as the boat left Malpelo, the island looked bean 
overgrown with waving green that the naked eye COULd tg, 
recognize as living, death-dealing insects, but accepted 
crop of some kind or perhaps an ocean growth of gras 
seaweed that had been tossed up by the recent tidal wave, 

Eyeing it, Dyke said, ‘Maybe it’ll look good to 
when they're out in boats. Maybe it'll be attractive, % 
triguing. But if they step onto my land, they'll be food fy 
the mantises. And that will fit my plan because it Will bey 
to keep the beasts happy.” ‘ 

He allowed all the beasts to eat their cannibalistic fil q 
the way to shore, and he gave Slayer extra meals so the ry. 
head would know no hunger when they started into th 
jungle. 

He moored the boat to a pier some distance from hison 
and left the beasts there with their cages covered, distribu. 
ing enough food to last them until his return. Or, if it shou 
not be sufficient for their appetites, he reasoned, they cou 
make their meals on each other. He could manage his n 
venge with fewer than twenty-one beasts. Ten, or even fir, 
of these great creatures would be enough to frighten an! 
devour a village — and to overpower Pete Stuart. 

He locked Slayer in the galley again, but this time all 
cabinets were covered with metal. And there was foi 
enough for the insect if he curbed his greed a little, Dt 
would not be gone more than two days at the most. 

He set out on foot for the nearest town to steal a tut 
He might even buy one if the price was not out of his rath 
He had money he had brought from the ship, his sw! 
treasure that he always stored in his ammunition chest 
thus kept whole and dry. He had a hundred and fifty dolié 
in his pocket now, his savings of eleven years, made by 
selling of hides in nearby towns, by peddling his catch 
fish and turtles, 

Itserved his purpose that Colombia was a strange mitt 
of civilization and ancient primitive culture. The uot’ 
natives would feed his mantises between trips in 840" 1 
his old enemies, and the towns and cities would provi 
materials he needed. 
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the first town he reached — a small settlement of less 
a hundred people, some white — he found his truck. It 
nged to an old wino who was sobbing and grovelling in 
need for liquor and no money to buy it. Since nobody in 
village had need of a truck, he had been unable to sell 
yehicle. He could only sit and cry. He was a pitiful figure 
* long gray beard, his bare feet cut and bleeding without 
notice. 
00 many people were standing around for Dyke to steal 
truck. So he said, ‘I want to buy your truck, old man. 
give you fifty dollars for it.” 
e wino stared at him through bleary eyes. ‘Gimme 
-five, boy.” 
* ty. And no more. I can buy trucks in any town for 
dollars.’ He hoped the clouded mind of the old man 
accept his lie, 
the lush did. ‘Gimme the money, boy. I’ll drink it all 
then die. And I'll die happy if I got a bottle with me.’ 
ke patted the old codger’s bare shoulder. ‘Souse your- 
to death if you want to. Forget whatever it is you need 
orget.’ 
drove away in the truck. 
had studied the map of the country until he knew it by 
He had no difficulty finding the road to Ibaqué. 
ould he find Pete Stuart still alive and in the place 
he had said he planned to live? 
etween clenched teeth Dyke muttered, ‘If he’s not there, 
find out where he is. I’ll track him down, no matter what 
ve to do, where I have to go. I’ll see my beasts eat him, 
the other four, see their blood flow upon the ground, see 
organs torn out, see their bones sucked for marrow, 
their heads cracked open and their brains devoured by 
monsters. I’ll watch it and feel like a glorified man, all 
- if I never see another thing, if I go blind after I’ve 
what I’ve lived to see, all these years!” 
en he came to the outskirts of the mountain town of 
he parked the truck and walked on into the settle- 
He had put on an old felt hat when he left the boat 
now he pulled it low over his face. If Pete were in town 
ewhere, Dyke didn’t want to be spotted until the time 
for slaughter. He wore a ragged shirt also, a concession 
the covering of his scarred shoulders. To himself he 
9 - 


But behind the highest peak of all, Dyke left his truck and 
ied stealthily toward a magnificent white stone house 
nd which four black children played tag. And in the 
and-pink swimming pool in which flowers floated, a 
in and a woman sat dabbling their toes in-the water, A 
five girl was serving them drinks and sandwiches and little 
fes, balancing her silver tray high in one hand as she 
ed back and forth between them. 
Dyke lay concealed in the jungle growth outside the high 
fence, seeing but unable to be seen. 
He whispered soundlessly, ‘That’s got to be Pete, damn 
hide. He’d have a house like this and a wife and servants 
wait on his ego. He’d have four kids — and maybe more 
de the house — because he’d want to feed his self-esteem 
Teplacing himself as many times as he could. Why doesn’t 
turn around so I can get a good look at his face?’ 
t that moment the light-complexioned black man stood 

, stretched, and turned half around, showing Dyke his 

ofile. 

He was older than Dyke remembered, but all people 

id age in eleven years. He looked relaxed, secure, happy, 
afraid of anything or anyone; the old Pete had never worn 
look, 

But there was no doubt. He was Pete. 

'Dyke slipped back through the trees and tall grass, back to 
road and his truck. He got into it and drove back down 
mountain road, back through Ibaqué, back across the 
ntry to where he had left his mantises, 

Would they have ripped the boat apart in their craving for 

od or their fury at being penned up? Would they have 
eed themselves and rushed ashore, dashed into the jungle, 
attered in all directions to do their killing and eating with- 
Dyke’s commands? e 
But no. When he reached the beach, he was pleased to 
nd that the boat had rocked upon the water exactly as it 
id when he left; it appeared not to have been disturbed in 
y way. And none of the beasts was in sight. 

Dyke took off his shirt and covered his body with a fresh 

ply of his protective potion. Then he went to look in the 

ages, In the first one there were five creatures alive and fat 


In the second cage there were four livi 
shoved a new supply of food, most of the Rts Diy 
beasts he had shot on the island, into the cages, Th ft 
tises hopped upon the food at once, started tearing thei ne 
to bits, emptying them of their contents, chewing al 
crumbs with great relish. eM by 

Dyke dragged the last two carcasses down the Stairs 
galley. He had no wish to encounter a hungry Slayer With is 
a hand out to alleviate Slayer’s fast. He opened the door 
met the eyes of the great redheaded mantis as he was w, : 
from a nap on the one throw rug that Dyke owned, 

The man moved into the room and touched the bea 
saying, ‘I’m back, friend. And I’ve brought you food, 
there will be more and it will be better. You and the others 
will eat a village or two for practice as we make our trip, 
friend, It will be practice for the torture and devouring an4 
killing of the men I hate.” 

Slayer was eyeing him as if he understood. Dyke went on, 
‘God, I can hardly wait to see how scared he'll be when x 
recognizes me — and when he sees the monsters I'll hav, 
with me. I can already picture the way you'll tear him open 
and spill his blood for me to see, friend. I may help you lick 
it up while he is still alive, so he can see me strengthening 
my life with the weakening and loss of his. Come, Slayer, get 
up and eat your fill of these beasts’ stomachs.’ 

The mantis’s bright bulging eyes met his directly, And 
Dyke felt the insect’s reply as clearly as if the mantis hal 
spoken: ‘Meat, I want meat, live meat! Give me the kind of 
meat you gave me on the island and in the jungle.’ 

“You mean people-meat?” 

"Yes, yes! The thief in your cabin, the villagers on tht 
island, meat live and sweet,’ 

‘T will get you some people-meat soon, friend, But thisis 
all I have now.” 

As if the conversation had been real and understood 
which Dyke believed it was, the monster clawed one manls 
belly open and scooped out the inside, filling his maw wit 
the whole of it, chewing the mouthful to bits. Then he 
Tipped the second belly apart and ate it the same way. 

When he had finished, Dyke told him: ‘I’m going to make 
you my assistant, friend Slayer. We're going to herd the 
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nine mantises into my truck for the trip. Come on, we’ll go 
upstairs,” 

When they were topside, Dyke took up the poles he had 
set before he left the boat. There were fish on all of them. 
He fed part of the food to Slayer and put the rest on a long 
pole to carry ahead of the other mantises. 

They went to the first cage and opened the door. Dyke 
moved off the boat and toward the truck, carrying the fish 
and motioning the insects to follow, which they did. Slayer 
came behind them, prodding them along if they lagged, 
grabbing back one that attempted to rise on his wings and 
be gone, 

Dyke said, ‘Good boy, Slayer. You do understand my 
orders, don’t you? And you will lead the mantises in my 
avenging destruction. The people-meat you will eat at Pete 
Stuart’s house will be the sweetest you ever tasted. And the 
blood will be the reddest, the fastest flowing, the best of all 
your blood-drinks.’ 

They put the first group of insects into the truck bed and 
then brought the second cage of beasts. When the nine were 
stowed in their assigned place, Dyke pulled a big net tightly 
over them, He motioned Slayer to sit on the seat beside him, 
and the redheaded insect flew there and settled down for 
the ride. 

Dyke remembered seeing a village not too far away as 
he drove to Ibaqué the first time. It was secluded, like most 
of the native settlements, And these beasts could eat every 
soul in it, as they had helped to devour Keko’s people. If 
any came searching for them, they would attribute the 
bones and skulls to wild animals that had grown bold and 
had left their jungle lairs to make their meal upon the 
villagers, wouldn’t they? But if they did not, it would be no 
matter. Nothing could be tied to a lonely island recluse. 
And if it could, the mantises, not Dyke, would be blamed. 
In any case he would come out whole and free of accusation. 

Within the hour, Dyke parked the truck a few yards from 
the village he sought. There were at least ten men and their 
women, plus two dozen children in the settlement. They 
would furnish splendid eating for the beasts, two large 
People-bodies and at least two small ones for cach mantis. 
They could eat their, fill for the first time since they left 
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Malpelo. As Slayer had indicated, people-meat was they 
best-loved meal. 

Dyke motioned Slayer off the truck and waved towar 
the nine mantises in the back. ‘Bring them down, friend, 
We will give them people to eat. And you too, All of yoy 
will find your real food in this village, friend.’ 

Together the man and the redhead coaxed and Nudged 
the nine creatures from the truck bed. Dyke led the 
into the village; the nine mantises waddled behind him, ang 
Slayer came lumbering after them. 

Six men sat about a small fire, cooking something. Other 
men stood not far from them, and women walked together, 
while children played about them. 

As Dyke and his beasts broke into the midst of the natiy 
gathering, he called, ‘Here is your meal, my mantis friends 
Help yourselves to as much human meat as you can hold!’ 

The insects fell upon the unsuspecting villagers, each 
beast seizing one person, sometimes two. The people stood 
aghast as the first beast knocked down two men and stood 
upon their bodies, a foot upon each male, its sharp clays 
slicing into the flesh, stripping off the scanty clothes, pulling 
an arm from its socket and devouring the flesh from it, 

Two other men rushed forward as if to do battle with the 
great beasts, But each of them was snagged by a mantis that 

re him to the ground and began to carve him into a del- 
cious meal, 

In less than a minute, all the insects were eating. The 
sound of their happy hissing was a song in the dense jungle, 
echoing from tree to tree, from stream to stream. And the 
villagers who had not been seized in the first onslaught 
were huddled together in front of one of the shelters tha 
served as homes to such natives. ¢ 

One half-grown boy tried to escape into the forest, but 
Slayer left a mutilated body to pursue the young male and 
chase him back to share the fate of the other villagers. Dykt 
glimpsed a woman running, apparently unseen by the bess 
He shot her down and dragged her into the center of 
community feast. He wanted no survivor to tell other ied 
or authorities, of the great green things who had bee 
into the village to dine upon the people there,” ott 

With each insect trying to eat two. humans at once? 
was able to catch all the blood that ran from the 
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¢ watched the crimson tide grow until it made a river 
rd the sea, a beautiful course of scarlet that moved 
Dyke, covered the toes of his heavy boots, grew deeper 
deeper as more and more blood surged from the slashed 
ies, 

ke felt elation filling him, and he moyed his feet, 
jing in the blood, glorying in it, loving it. He said aloud: 
, this is what I live for, the sight of humans being bled, 
ig eaten, being torn to bits! I’m young and whole when I 
ich sights like this. I’m as good as any man alive. Eat on, 
mantis friends, eat until there is no more life here but 
and me!’ 

yer was at his best and most vicious, Dyke noted. He 
choosing women and children exclusively, seeming to 
that he would find their meat more tender than that 
ie men. While Dyke kept his gun trained on the people 
yet claimed by the insects, Slayer crouched beside his 
er, eating babies and children almost whole, not bother- 
to tear them to bits ~ and finding his ultimate joy in the 
en he stripped and slit and ate. 

errified screams ran through the village now, shrieks 
it must surely carry for miles, Native men were struggling 
wy bellowed their pain, as their women and children 


ity of the open bodies, the flowing blood, the cracked 


¢ breasts were always Slayer’s first bite of a woman, 
rently his most exciting delicacy. As Dyke watched, the 
eaded beast sliced off a breast, held it nipple up for a 
ith, and then stuffed it into his great gullet, chewing it 
obvious pleasure. Then he slashed off the other breast 
devoured it just as eagerly. Blood was streaming from 
female now, and Slayer drank it from the holes where 
breasts had been. 

en the beast sat back on his haunches, looking up and 
the figure, clawing at the soft skin and leaving new 
marks with every slash, seeming to be in need of 
thing he could not find. 

looked up at Dyke, and the man caught the beast’s 
: ‘The soft round parts, where are there more of them?” 
told him, ‘They are on other women, friend. Catch 


watched the crimson tide grow until it made a river 
the sea, a beautiful course of scarlet that moved 
Dyke, covered the toes of his heavy boots, grew deeper 
eper as more and more blood surged from the slashed 


¢ felt elation filling him, and he moved his feet, 
hg in the blood, glorying in it, loving it. He said aloud: 
this is what I live for, the sight of humans being bled, 
eaten, being torn to bits! I’m young and whole when I 
hts like this, I’m as good as any man alive. Eat on, 
Mantis friends, eat until there is no more life here but 
ind me!” 

lyer was at his best and most vicious, Dyke noted. He 
choosing women and children exclusively, seeming to 
that he would find their meat more tender than that 
le men. While Dyke kept his gun trained on the people 
yet claimed by the insects, Slayer crouched beside his 
, eating babies and children almost whole, not bother- 
lo tear them to bits — and finding his ultimate joy in the 
n he stripped and slit and ate. 

ified screams ran through the village now, shrieks 
ust surely carry for miles, Native men were struggling 
hey bellowed their pain, as their women and children 
bed and moaned. Dyke heard them cursing him, but he 
nded not to understand their words. He was lost in the 
uty of the open bodies, the flowing blood, the cracked 


fhe breasts were always Slayer’s first bite of a woman, 
ntly his most exciting delicacy. As Dyke watched, the 
headed beast sliced off a breast, held it nipple up for a 
ith, and then stuffed it into his great gullet, chewing it 
h obvious pleasure. Then he slashed off the other breast 
devoured it just as eagerly. Blood was streaming from 
female now, and Slayer drank it from the holes where 
Pbreasts had been. 
hen the beast sat back on his haunches, looking up and 
n the figure, clawing at the soft skin and leaving new 
marks with every slash, seeming to be in need of 
thing he could not find. 
He looked up at Dyke, and the man caught the beast’s 
: ‘The soft round parts, where are there more of them?’ 
Dyke told him, ‘They are on other women, friend. Ca’ 


Chapter Eleven 


‘The women whom Slayer had stripped of their breasts were 
| wailing and screaming by turns, raising their hands as if to 
stop the blood that poured from their torn bodies, running 
incircles about the camp, seeking escape from being further 
eaten by the green insects. 

But Dyke knew none would get’ away. The mantises 
would dine upon every possible bite of these villagers, would 
leave only scraps'when their master moved them on. 

' He let his gaze sweep the green of the trees above and 
\ the close-matching green of the monsters below, a contrast 
| to the red blood that still gushed from the ripped bodies and 
| rushed toward his feet, washing his boots red, the sight of it 
' exciting him almost as much as the taste did the beasts, 

He was pleased to note that the blood did not wash away 
the unendurable smell of his cover, probably because the 
blood was caking as it reached his boots. It blended into the 
potion and remained upon him. He muttered fiercely, ‘If 
_ the blood of my four enemies drops on my boots, I will never 
wash it off. I will look at it and love it because it will mean 
that the men I despise are dead, that my monsters: have 
_ eaten them alive!” 

He closed his eyes and tried to imagine what Pete’s death 
would do for him. He murmured, ‘God, it will be like com- 
ing from hell and going to heaven! I'll be the man I was 
before they castrated me. I'll be everything I ever wanted 
_ to be ~ because I'll be the defeated one who came back to 
pres killed them all!” 

the slaughter of the villagers was complete and 
G ie victims had been cither washed down the 
killers or absorbed into the soft ground, Dyke 
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TM ee De eo 
; e oversized mantis always Taised his head at th 
friend’ Dyke was sure he understood that it meant. ™ 
hetween them, He would obey almost any command» 
called him friend, Dy 
‘As he began heading the insects toward the truck g 
joined in the task, allowing none to fly away nor ey ena 
out of the line that wound its way out of the shorn vie 
"When the nine were secured in the truck bed by a wira 
over the top, Slayer plopped his mammoth self ont, 9 
seat beside Dyke, and the journey started. th 
They drove past Ibaqué after dark because Dyke dig ne 
want the townspeople to see Slayer and become curious; 
~ he did not want to displease the great mantis by making hig 
ride in the back with the others. Slayer was Dyke’s frieng 
They should ride together. : 
Things could not haye gone more precisely according jg 
| plan. They did not encounter even one person in their rigg 
through the edge of the city nor in their trip into the moun, 
tains. Dyke parked the truck a mile from the Stuart man. 
sion to await the sunrise. 
When daylight touched the high peaks of the misty 
mountains, blending its golden glow with the blue haze 
that /hung over the lush greenery, Dyke started the truck 
and drove it close to the fence that surrounded Pete’s home~ 
and which, no doubt, the black fugitive considered his safe. 
guard from all molesters, 
Dyke waited until the Stuart family came romping out 
of the big stone house, all impeccably dressed in white, and 
‘began to scatter about the lawn. The native woman was 
setting a table under tall trees, filling it with a brealcfast that 
near bursting. 


food that tasted as good. 
forever since I had sythi 
i y¥ crushed coffee beans to w 
lop out of sitting down in on¢ 


limb from limb 
lawn!’ d 
supposed, if Pete had 
at 


aT 


her — came out of the house behind the 

g a baby. Dyke said, ‘All right, that makes 

, counting the maid. And we've got ten man- 
aren't a couple of cooks or gardeners or 
to add, then some of my insects will have to 


as he moyed toward the frolicking family that was 

jut the breakfast table. 
te pes a moment to steady himself. His fury and 
re building so strongly within him that they shook 
made him want to draw his gun and shoot 


is the meanest one of the four, the one who never 
the most vicious of tortures, Pete was the 
had changed Dyke from a man into a eunuch. 
rs had watched and approved, so they were guilty 
ehad done the cutting. 
his lips, set teeth. Rage would gain him 
must be cool, self-assured. He must gain control 
and keep it, no matter what. His anger would 
elation, when Pete’s torture started. He would 


ed eleven years to enjoy. 
‘Sure that his smell would precede him, and it did. 
carried his scent to the black family, and every 
whirled toward him, sniffing the air in resent- 


to the table where they now sat, his gun aimed 
head. 
, old buddy.” 
ck leaped to his feet, facing the gun in amazement, 


it do you want?” 
"ll know that when you remember who I am.’ Dyke 


*Money is the last thing I’m looking for 
at else could you want of me?" The black’s tone was 


eet ee arching hi: 
face, his voice, his manner. Toning his pas for, 
Dyke took off his felt hat, letting the , ‘a 
uile his dark hair, play about his aWarthy we 
heir Seamed scars that Pete’s knife had carve) "°° y 
‘The black’s eyes widened. He frowned, ruby. "eal 
head. ‘You look like somebody I used to know, - his on 
remember who inhellitwas. Who are you?’ bes leap 
Without answering, Dyke took off his shirt, 
chest and stomach, the scars that covered the 8 
| were still red. ‘Remember me now, Pete? Or shai) hy 
"off my pants and let my castration jog your memoryn® , 
‘There was a long pause. The black man’s face g 
crack in the mask that had covered it. He said slo), 
gemember you now, Dyke Mellis. But I don’t believe j 
*You thought you and Zeb and Kane and Ryan jij 
agin you left the Redding Ranch that night, cid 
ee Tcould have sworn we did.” | 
_ Now you ean See you didn’t, But I’m going to be certaiy 
J kill you, now that it’s my turn. When I leave here thi, 
“morning, there won’t be a Stuart left alive.’ 
) Pete took a step toward him. ‘Look, Dyke, there's ny 
damn need for us to fight after all these years.” 
“Thats easy to say when you’re a whole man.” 
T’m sorry about what I did to you, pal. I'll make i 


a 
ng bre 


Jenough to think you can?’ | 
ll of a lot of money since I came down | 


Temembered that he nev 
done. Shoot me and be sa 


family, the delicious 
‘Not yet, old buddy. ¥ 
, 


’ stiffen, his hands clenching into fists. “What 
o you thing?’ 
that only a “thing” could dream up, Pete. A 


mily here.” 
black man hooted, throwing back his head and 
is derisive laugh ring into the mountains. ‘Any 
T ever saw couldn't kill a grasshopper.’ 
eyes roved the table again. The woman’s face was 
er hands trembling as she clutched the baby. The 
paused in her steps, stone still. The kids sat silently, 
ithed, staring at Dyke's gun. 
layer, come on. It’s breakfast time!” 
is a loud crashing through the fence as the giant 
de a hole where none had been. He came bound- 
s the lawn and stopped beside the table and Dyke. 


{told you. A praying mantis. 
ind you've trained it to kill? 
can bet your damned life I have.” 
© thought, Why doesn’t the devil beg? Hasn't he 
genuine emotion in him? Or haven't I got to it yet? 
grovel when Slayer eats his family in front of him? 
Teading his mind, or perhaps remembering Dyke's, 
of a moment ago, Pete said slowly, unevenly, ‘My 
kids never cut you. Have your bug finish me off 
them go.’ ei 
no, Pete. Seeing you suffer has been my sole goal 
in years. And when your family dies, one by bo on 
— if you’re any kind of man.” 
the laughter was mea gone from the | 


Mona and the kids.’ 
ke did not offer him relief by answering. 

ete tensed even more than before, fisting and 

s hands, wrinkling his tight forehead into deep ci 
ok, Dyke, pal, I've got two businesses 

lumbia. One’s in Bogaté, the capita, and 7 
@ you my partn: e 

‘T have no interest in anybody's part 

1. 


d down as if looking for the 
‘ia iy Aa het he added, “But there eae pat 
can do forme,” ee te 
‘Christ, anything, anythine! 
“Tell me where Zeb and Ryan and Kane are,’ 
| -AWill you let us go if Ido?’ 
_ Dyke did not answer. 
; "stig on, ‘Lhave to take the chance that 


guess if, as you told me, you're any kind of man,’ 
Dyke wanted to say, 'm not a man, rememb¢;) 
made mea eunuch, But he said nothing. Y 
_ Pete hesitated no longer. “They're all in the mount, 
 frere in Colombia. We've got together once in a while 7 
"ince we came here, Zeb’s got a house out in Manizale, 4 
Kane built his place in the hills above Neiva. Ryan’s 
‘down, near Popayan. Will you put down that damn . 
/powand take that big green bug away from us?’ q 
you see me doing it?” 
you promised...” 
ye? ‘promised nothing, I just said there was something yy 
do forme: You did it, and I thank you.’ 
f al, you can have controlling interest in both ny 
cared for business yentures, Pete. None of the 
leven years ago. Weren’t we going to go our 
ith our own shares of that robbery?’ 


you vill 


) | 
d that’s what you’re going to 40. 
itching now, moving the spotless Me 
Dyke had never known him to be be 
{Pil give you everything 1h 


r ed 
¢ I do! Haven’t you ever Joy 


love, Pete. I’ve joved only my 


men.” 


He motionéd toward an iron post that was part of the 
ornamental fence. ‘Back up to that.” 

‘Not unless you promise you won’t touch Mona and...” 

Dyke aimed his gun at the black man’s interlocking 
fingers and fired once. The shot went through both hands. 
Blood rushed from the veins, ran down the man’s white 
pants, dripped onto his white shoes, made droplets upon 
the green grass, 

Dyke repeated, ‘Back up to that post. I’ll keep shooting 
until you do.” 

Pete obeyed. 

Dyke' said, ‘Guard them, Slayer. Don’t let anybody move 
until I get this rat-devil tied tight.’ 

He took a roll of heavy wire from his pocket and wound 
it around Pete’s hands and then around the post. He made 
it so tight that it cut into the wrists and brought blood, 
mingling the new flow with the blood that still poured from 
the man’s limp hands. He tied the wire around the man’s. 
waist and around his feet, thus holding him powerless against 
his stake. 

But Pete made no outcry. Dyke thought, Maybe he won’t 
give in and sob and beg. God, I’d like to see tears in nis 
damned eyes, streams of tears that run down his cheeks, 
tun into the blood that I’ll have Slayer claw out of his 
cheeks so he’ll bleed for me the way I bled for him. 

No other person had moved. All remained terrified, like | 
statues of themselves. 

Dyke picked up his gun again. ‘Slayer, friend, come here.” | 
The beast trotted to his side. Dyke saw that Slayer’s. 
bulging eyes were fastened upon Mona and her breasts that | f 
were half out of the low-cut dress she wore, booming i i 
and black, marvelous dishes for Slayer’s gourmet saley 

ment. 

But Dyke pushed him away. He pointed to Pete and ey 
lated a claw with his fingers, waving it in front. of the 
colored man’s cheeks. 

Instantly the beast dug his knives into the face, bringing 
them down in great slashes. Blood dyed the white suit now, 
surging from the cheeks that were sliced to the bone, 

Still Pete made no sound. 4 

Dyke thought, He’ll scream when he sees Mona and his 
children devoured before his eyes. No human being could } 
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hold himself from begging then. And Pete's » q, 
human too. 

Dyke invited, ‘Friend, eat now. Have what 
J know your first chaise will be a woman.’ 

In a single bound Slayer had Mona in his clay, 
forcing her to drop the baby, flinging her from i 
and onto the ground in front of Dyke and Pete * 
sweep of his gigantic claw he had the clothes of 
ful body, and he was upon it with both his great 

‘Quickly he slashed off a breast and held it hj 
tht blood drip from the rounded heap before he pop, 
into his mouth and began to chew it with glorin.” 
faction, hissing his pleasure loudly as he ate. * 

Beside Dyke, Pete spoke low, hoarsely, in torn yl, 
‘Christ, no...no, Dyke! Don’t... let... him...’ ‘ 

Dyke taunted, ‘Slayer loves women’s breasts more 

\ any other part of human meat. And humans are his 
meal.” 

The beast sliced off the second breast and carried it aby 
his head, sucking the blood from it, squeezing it to get 4 
possible red blood from it. Then he ate it with the san 
delight as he had the other. 

Mona was writhing under the great insect, kicking, mo. 
ing her arms in her terror, but being unable, in any vi 
to escape, She was screaming, crying: ‘Let me go! Jesu, 
don’t kill me! Don’t eat me any more!’ 

But Slayer ate on, seeming to take the woman's screams 
for encouragement. He dug his claws into one of the guys 
left by a breast and brought his cut the length of her (or, 
slicing her in half. He bent his head at once and begal® 
suck up the blood that gushed from the opened body, filing 
his mouth with the crimson flow, letting it run down bis 
green body and stain the grass around him. 

Still the woman lived. Dyke knew she would not die ut! 
the beast tore out her heart or snapped off her head. 

He said to himself, very low, ‘God, I love the sight o!* 
woman being eaten. I’m a firecracker, just watching 18 
buoyed up, half way to the sky. But I’ll be twice @ hie 
when I see Slayer eat Pete. God, I can hardly wait!’ 

He looked at Pete, saw tears running down the 
man’s mutilated face where the blood was caking, the?! 
ing the fresh blood that washed-him. 


Vi, buy 


YOu wily 
% 


phat 
joi” 


Ahoarse cry burst from the bleeding man, a sob that was 
close to insane with suffering, with pleading: ‘Dyke, take 
him off her! Make him let her go! Dyke, you vicious mur- 


deer, you... you. : Christ, don’t let him eat her to death! 
pieast,I...1...? 


‘That's what I wanted to hear — you begging te, crying 
for me. It will help.you remember how you slashed me that 
right on the ranch. You made me a shell of a man, only 
half human, All you lacked was eating me, and I’m sure 
you'd have done that if you could have. You wanted me dead 
then. All Tight, T-want you dead now, you and every other 
{iving soul in your house!’ 

Pete closed his eyes, letting his head sag upon his chest. 
fis tears came freely now, mixing into his blood, dampen- 
ing his torn face, his ruined hands, his black body with its 
once-white covering. 

Slayer was dining greedily now, tearing flesh from the 
female’s shoulders and arms; from her legs and hips, munch- 
ing the whole of it happily, pausing only to belch now and 
then, falling again to the broken body with renewed joy. 
The blood was gushing faster than he could suck it into his 
cavernous throat, and the dark stain deepened, pouring the 
woman’s life juice from her being, reddening all it touched. 

As the mantis raised his head with the sucked blood still 
filling his mouth and spilling from it, he gulped part of it 
and let the rest fly in a red splash upon the crying baby in 
the chair; it flung drops upon the maid and upon the horri-, 
fied children who were now clinging together and screaming 
atthe top of their young voices. ‘ 

Dyke thought, God, I’m glad Pete built his house up here’ 
in the mountains where he hasn’t got any close neighbors, 
They can yell all they want to and nobody will hear them 
tocome and help them. All they can hope for is death. And. 
they'll get it. God, they'll all get it for Pete’s torturing me. 

Slayer had chewed a good part of the flesh from Mona’s 
body, and he paused to decide where to eat her next. He 
spied her eyes and clawed them out, one ata time, eating. 
them with his customary relish. Then he began to claw at 
the organs inside her torso, First came the liver, which he 
chewed with plain pleasure, close to the joy he had found 
cating her breasts. Then he tore the stomach from her and 
slit it apart, clawing it to bits and selecting the bites that 


appealed to him. Next he fished out the intestine. 
them into long ripples ahead of him, pulling 8 and ty 
bit at a time, swishing the bloody coils back ,|°™ we 
he swallowed them bite after bite. » And tong 
Last of all he ripped out her heart and let the 5 
from it into his mouth before he took smalj Bid a 
and then crushed it in his claws, dropping the blest at fy 
into his gullet, chewing and swallowing, his eyes aM 
Mona lay dead before them all, her halved form Shinty 
of the organs and flesh. Pete was sobbing beside Dyget 
longer pleading but only crying, sobbing with aj) i €, 
a strong man could endure without dying himself, 5 
said, ‘There’s another woman for you, Slayer, frieng i 
~ The mantis’s eyes had already found the plump mai ha 
ha 


taken in the sight of the ripe breasts that trembled fa; 
. of her, He bounded to her and threw her to the grown, 
Dyke said, ‘I’m going to my car for a minute. But ['\j hay 
my gun on you kids every second. If anybody moyes i 
shoot him dead, you hear me?’ . 
They nodded, their faces shocked, their eyes wide 

Dyke.backed toward the road where his truck was parka 
keeping his face turned toward the children in their terri 
huddle. He knew that he would have to veer his gaze froq 
them long enough to release the nine mantises in the truck 

" put he was sure that Slayer would not allow a living thin 
to escape. He would watch. If any child made a dive {oy 
freedom, the beast would be upon him, tearing him to rib 
bons. 

Dyke pulled the wire from atop the truck bed and called, 
‘Food, friends! There’s food for all of you. Come and sea 
T'll fill every one of you!” 

They left the truck in a mammoth scramble, falling over 


‘Jawn, where Slayer sat hissing happily as he chewed upon# 
- breast from the denuded servant woman. ‘ 
‘Dyke waved ‘the insects forward. ‘Take them, friends 
‘Tear thern to pieces and spill their blood all over this velve 
_ grass. Eat therm whatever way you want to!” vib 
Pete opened his eyes and shrieked: ‘No, Dyke, not the ki 


Fe ag pees 

Rae n) ne 

Don't let those things eat my kids! I couldn’t stand that, 

w+ 1086. my mind |...’ 

ee wumed from the sobbing man whose writhing hands 

yt the wires deeper and deeper into his wrists, until 
blood was falling from them ina steady trickle that bid 

cto grow greater. But when Dyke did not answer him, 
te made no further: pleas, seeming to understand that his 

egemy’s Tevenge could only be satisfied by the deaths: of 

ery Stuart here. 

The newly released insects were seizing the children and 
dgging them from their hold upon each other, feasting 
ypon the young bodies, One mantis took the baby and tore 
of its head. When he had swallowed the little form in three 
ites, he cracked the head and clawed the delicacy of the 
ttle brain from it. Sitting back, he held the head in his 
caws as he dug again and again into it for the last of the 
wailable bits, 

All of the beasts were eating now, some claiming a child 
done, others sharing a.body. Slayer, apparently sated 
temporarily, moved from the native woman after he had 
devoured both her large, rounded breasts, squeezing milk 
from the nipples and ducts, blood from the veins. 

Dyke called, ‘Slayer, friend, come here.’ 

The insect trotted to his master. 

Friend, let the others have what is left. You can’t be 
hungry. And if you are, you won’t be for long. You're going 
to have the man, as soon as his family is eaten, to the last 
bite of their flesh and bones.’ 

He pointed toward Pete. Slayer made a dive for the black 
man and ripped his claws through the white suit, tearing the 
flesh under it, bringing blood from the jagged cuts he made. 

But Dyke motioned the beast back. ‘Not yet, friend. He 
must wait until the slaughter here is done. He must see 
everything in his world die, as he thought he made me die, 
all those years ago. When he has nothing left to watch, then 
you may cat him alive too. And I want you to do it slowly, 
make him suffer the way he enjoyed watching me suffer. I _ 
want his death to come slowly, very slowly, friend.” } 

Slayer’s eyes went over the other mantises that were fast 
filling ‘their bellies with the human meat of Pete Stuart’s 
offspring. He raised his face to Dyke’s, and the man felt the 
insect’s query: “The man will be mine alone?” 
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Yours alone, friend. When the others 
full, we will put the other mantises back jncthe iin fy 
you and I will come back here. And you will have the : 
for yourself.” may 

Slayer settled beside Dyke contentedly, 

The mantises ate the children fast, no doubt because 1 
young ones were smaller than the human meat they ah 
used to and also because they were rayenously hun, i 
Blood now covered the bodies of killers and victims, 
that ran red over the lawn. Dyke started to dip his boo 
into it but pulled himself back. He would not wade in te 
blood. He would wait for Pete’s blood, the blood from 
guts as Slayer tore them from his living body and ate they : 
for Pete to see. m 

When the flesh was consumed from all the children’s 
bodies, along with the inner organs, some mantises began 
breaking the bones and sucking the marrow from them, 
Others were cracking the heads open and dining upon the 
brains, gloating over each succulent part. Two of the beasts 
had moved to the bodies of Mona and the servant, the two 
that Slayer had mutilated but had not stripped of their total 
worth of food. There were bones to break and suck, heads to 
smash and empty. And this the beasts did, savoring the 
bodies until there was not an edible part left of them. 

At last Dyke told Slayer, ‘Friend, let’s get the fighters into 
the truck. Come on, help me.” 

Slayer studied him with bright eyes, followed as he coaxed 
the other mantises into line and started them toward the 
road. Close to being sated now, they went willingly, stepping 
up into the truck when Dyke or Slayer prodded them, 
thaking no protest as the wire net was pulled across the top. 

The redheaded insect ran ahead of the man, bounding 
across the lawn toward the last victim, the one that had been 
promised to him alone. Before Dyke could stop him, the 
great green creature had clawed off half of Pete’s face and 
chewed it to bits, following that act by tearing off of the 
black man’s clothes, letting the expensive white togs drop 
into the sea of blood about the man’s feet, the blood of his 
wife and children as well as his own. 

Dyke started to interfere with the beast’s meal but decided 
to let Slayer'go, ahead. It might be fun to watch this old 
enemy be eaten at the stake. Plenty of people had bee? 
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pumed at the stake, but had anyone before been eaten 
there? 

Dyke sat down at the breakfast table and began to eat the 

sumptuous breakfast without taking his eyes off the man’s 
mutilation. There was food for six hungry people here, and 
Dyke helped himself to portions of all of it, delighting in the 
ham and eggs he had not tasted in years, the hot cakes and 
syrup that reminded him of the pancakes his mother had 
cooked, back in another life somewhere. 

Slayer was snapping off the black man’s arms and legs, 
munching the flesh he chewed from the bones. The torso 
hung only by the wire around its middle. 

Dyke rose from the table, feeling himself grow taller with 
every passing second. He proclaimed, to himself and to Pete 
and to the world: ‘This is what I’ve made myself live for! 
This is revenge, the kind of revenge I’ve known I had to 
have. And it’s the happiest day of my life in these eleven 
years. You’re not a man any longer, Pete Stuart; you’re a. 
thing - and only half of that. But I’m a man, a real male ~ 
because I’ve got power, more power than any man ever had! 
Who cares about sexual arousal and fulfillment? Not me. All 
I want is the power to kill my enemies. And I’ve got it, God, 
T’ve got it for sure! I’m happy seeing you die, Pete. I’m the 
happiest man in the world!” 

He moved closer to the dying man as he demanded, 
‘Didn’t you ever think that I might live through that night 
in Texas — and come after you, Pete?’ 

The other man groaned in his unmitigated pain. ‘No, 
damn you — no! You were supposed to... be... dead!").", 

‘But I was too tough to die. And I’m going to be twice as 
tough after this morning. I’m going to be two feet taller 
after I’ve seen you die.” ; 

Pete made no reply. } 

Slayer raised a claw and ripped open the body trunk. . 

Dyke sprang forward, carrying a water pitcher, emptying 
it as he leaped to the side of the killer and his victim. Hold- 
ing the pitcher against the body, he caught part of the blood: 
that poured out. Moving it about, he finally filled it half 
way. He rinsed the blood around and around in the pitcher, 
taking it back and forth before Pete’s eyes. 

‘T’ve never drunk blood, old buddy. But ’'m going to. take: 
oné swallow of yours, the way I’m going to sown, a Spoonful 
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of Zeb’s and Kane’s and Ryan’s, before I let Slayer gy 
rest of it.’ ring 

He raised the pitcher and let a few drops of the 
drip into his throat. It had a warm taste that fired hin 
heights, sent his spirits soaring into space. But he Wa ? 
more. His act had been done solely to increase his a 
suffering. He tipped the pitcher and poured the bios 
Slayer’s throat. The mantis swallowed loudly, hissing be 
ing, enjoying the drink. meg 

Dyke went back to his breakfast, eating Without 
nausea whatever as Pete was torn to shreds by the 
claws. 

Slayer sucked up and down the body for more 4 
caught great gulps of it until he had nearly exhausteg 
supply. Then he ripped the man open and reached for 
inner organs. 

Pete was dying, was perhaps dead already. But Dyke kept 
up his taunting, satisfying his own vengeance if Nothing else 
‘Nobody leaves Dyke Mellis for dead, you hear me, Pete 
Stuart? You robbed me of blood and fiesh, and nobody 
stopped you. Now I’m robbing you the same way!” 

All at once Dyke jumped to his feet, moved to the man on 
the post, pointed at the man’s groin, ‘Bite that from him, 
friend! Castrate this man the way he castrated me, you 
hear?’ 

Slayer obeyed, clawing off the maleness, chewing it down, 
When it was gone, he went on to the liver and then the 
stomach. The heart had stopped beating when he tore it 
from the body and devoured it with hissing pleasure. On 
and on he ate, pausing as he savored all the flesh, sucked all 
the bones, broke the head to drain it of its sweet meat. 

When at last the great green insect sat back with his belly 
distended by Stuart meat, there was nothing remaining of 
Pete but a pile of bones and the once-white suit that was 
soggy with his blood. 

Dyke finished his breakfast, eating all he could hold 
When he was filled to discomfort, he rose and called Slayet 
to leave the bones ‘he was again sniffing. 

‘Come on, friend, It’s time to start after the next enemy 
and dispose of him, give him as much suffering as we gv’ 
old Pete. Then we’ll go home and rest in our Malpelo hut.’ 

He : surveyed the cluttered lawn, the grass with the drops 
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of blood still glistening in the brightness of the green. 

He said, ‘If somebody finds this mess, they’ll call in the 
Jaw. And if lawmen come looking, they may find me. But if 
they do, it’s no matter. It will be worth whatever happens. I 
heard Pete beg, I saw him cry. And I watched him die!’ 
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Chapter Twelve 


Dyke appropriated as many small pieces as seemed val 
to him ~ rare statues, gold relics of ancient civilizg 
things that could be sold for hard cash. To his treasy 
added $50,000 in cash from a wall safe in a bedroom 
Asa last plus he went back to the white suit, fished it 9 
the muggy slush that had been Pete, and extracted the 
fold. There was $500 in it, which Dyke put into his 

He said aloud, ‘God, I never expected to be this rich, 
in eleven years! Thank you, old buddy Pete. I'll enjoy 
money more than you would have — because I earned it!" 

He did not worry too much about being caught in 
killings. He reasoned that anyone, businessman or house 
or policeman, who sighted him with his load of man‘ 
would think he was seeing the impossible and discredit 
own eyes. Or, if he described Dyke’s passengers to 
people, he would be laughed out of any civilized group 
tried to convince of what he’d seen. 

Still there was never any loss in taking all possible 
caution. So he pulled a long tarpaulin over the wire net 
held the insects in the truck bed. They were all hunch 
down and sleeping now, their heads on their bulging belli 

Slayer was asleep too, folded onto the seat in all of * 
side’ and most of Dyke’s. The man pointed to the floor, 
‘Down, friend. Get down on the floor and go to sleep there, 
Jil cover you so nobody will see you if we meet people 
Down, friend, you hear?” 

Obediently Slayer slid to the floor and went on with his 
nap. Dyke covered him with an old quilt. Then he settled 
into a study of the map he had brought from Ibaqué the first 
time he visited it. 

Manizales was nearer the Stuart place than Neiva of 
Popayan, That meant that Dyke would do well to go aftet 
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Zeb next. His town was situated in the mountains beside a 
river. It should be easy to prowl the hills above the town and 
Jocate Zeb. 

When he was sure of his route, Dyke began the trip. He 
might be able to drive there by dark and hide until morning, 
as he had done outside the Stuart house. But slaughter by 
day or night, by sun or moon, any time it happened was fine, 
just so it happened. 

When he reached Manizales, he found it to be a sleepy, 
hilly town that appeared unaware of strangers passing 
through. He took the widest of the mountain roads that led 
toward the tops of houses among the peaks, evidently the 
homes of the area’s wealthy. 

He spent an afternoon driving the high roads, searching 
for something that could tell him where Zeb Hillburn lived. 
It was sure to be a house as big as Pete’s, a mansion that gave 
him the kind of living he had never known in the States. 

He passed a few cars, mostly large American ones, but he 
did not stop any driver for questioning. He did his own 
searching. And, when the afternoon was creeping toward 
darkness, he came to the most magnificent home of the 
region, half hidden by a tall mountain peak; it was a sprawl- 
ing frame structure three stories high, gleaming red with 
blue trim in the fading sunlight. 

Dyke stared at the house and said aloud: ‘If that’s not 
Zeb’s place, it ought to be. He always went for bright colors, 
used to paint car wheels red and orange and green all the 
time.’ 

He left the truck among the trees that well-nigh hid it 
from the road. He slipped noiselessly toward the house. 

There was no fence around the place. It was set against 
the mountain drop as if it had grown there, a gorgeous splash 
of color against the green of the jungle foliage about it. 

On either side of the red-and-blue mansion were heavy 
wire pens, too many for Dyke to stop and count. Some held 
animals native to Colombia, from pumas and anteaters 
down to the smallest of rabbits and mice. Other cages, en- 
closed in fine-meshed wire, held colorful birds, hundreds of 
them flying about in their enclosures, cooing, squawking, 


strutting, eating, sleeping. 
There was no sign of life around the house, nobody going 


in or coming-out. So Dyke crept closer, making his way 
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through the trees.and tall grass, slippi 
i earth ipping nearer and ean 

When he had to cross a clearing to gain th. 
waited until it was almost dark before he cove mt 
space and paused beside the house. Some of the drapes 
drawn but not all. The south windows had not been cee 
and one of them was even open a crack. That would ltpe 
hear as well as see. Good! ke 

He stationed himself under that window after determin 
that it revealed the living-room. He could hear voices on | 
where in the back of the house, but he could not sort . 
words nor even tones. And he could see nothing in his cui 
look-see. 

In about an hour he heard the voices growing louder and 
moving into the living-room, a woman’s voice and a man’, 

The man was saying, ‘Bring your coffee in here, baby, 

Was the voice Zeb’s? Dyke searched his blurred ming, 
trying to recall what Zeb had sounded like when they were 
young. But nothing registered. 

So when the sound of two upholstered chairs squished 
under the weight of people, Dyke rose beside the window, 
Carefully, slowly, he moved a couple of inches, squinting to 
let his bad eyes rake the room before him. The man and the 
woman were in full sight, their profiles close to Dyke's 
window view. 

He allowed himself one long look before he darted back 
into the darkness. The woman was Colombian, her skin 
clear and golden, her figure ideally slim and supple. The 
man was so fat that his jaws were jowls, his chins two, and 
his body a mass of blubber. 

He could be Zeb. He had the eyes and hair and com 
plexion that Zeb used to have. But Dyke could not & 
positive. 

Then the man spoke, in front of the window where Dyk 
hugged the house: ‘Lenni, baby, did you feed the birds?” 

The woman answered,. but Dyke did not hear her words 
‘He was running the man’s voice back through his mind,“ 
ordinating it with the one Zeb had used asa boy. 

Itwas the same voice. 

This man was Zeb Hillburn. 

Much as Dyke liked daylight slaughters, this night cou! 
not be bettered for killing Zeb and his woman. They ¥“ 
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ntly alone in thé house. They, together with their zoo 
and aviary, could be eaten by the insects. And, after the 
og Dyke’s truck could be on its way to Kane Garrister’s 


oe made his way back to the truck and woke Slayer. 
‘Come, friend. It will be supper-time for you in a little while.’ 

He loaded the three guns he owned and shoved them in- 
side the frayed belt that held up his faded denim pants. He 
smiled to himself, thinking that it would not be long before 
he would discard his tattered old clothes and buy new ones, 
awhite suit as fancy as Pete was wearing when he was eaten 
by Slayer, Dyke would keep the old pants with their frightful 
odor so he could continue to live among the mantises on 
Malpelo and be protected from them. But sometimes he 
would go into the beautiful house that he would build with 
his own hands, using the finest of materials that he would 
transport to the’island in his boat; he would take a bath and 
dress in his white suit and be the richest man anywhere — 
also the most serene, the most content, because all his old 
enemies would be eaten alive, their great homes vacant. It 
was his dream, and he vowed to himself that he would fulfill 
it, 

With his chief mantis lumbering beside him, Dyke went’ /’ 
up the steps to the front door and rang the musical chime. 

He heard Zeb’s grumble, ‘Who the devil could that be?” 

And then Zeb opened the door. 

Plainly he intended to see his visitor before he admitted 
anybody to the house. But Dyke grabbed the screen and 
then the door, wrested them from the other man’s grasp and 
stepped into the room with Slayer close behind him. 

Zeb peered out from puffy eyes in his fat face, staring in 
astonishment at Dyke, in amazement and disbelief at the 
mantis. 

He demanded, ‘What is this —a circus act?” 

Dyke forced Zeb’s gaze to his, held it captive there. 
“Guess again.” 

‘What’s your name?” 

“You'll remember if you think back a few years.” 

“What do you mean, forcing your way in here?’ 

“Can’t a man call on an old associate?” 
“The way you look and the way you smell ~ you're an old ’ 
associate of mine?” 
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“That's right.’ Dyke felt Slayer straining to leap upoy 

ir, and he waved the beast back. ‘Down, friend y. 5 
You'll have your supper before long, you hear?’ ie. 

The insect's bright eyes popped with understanding. Dy, 
heard the green giant’s mind asking, ‘You'll give them a 
to me to eat?” . 

He said, ‘Yes, yes, friend. In a little while they'll be all 
yours. Just be patient a few minutes while I play this fy 
before you get your hooks into him.’ 

The mantis subsided, sat back beside his master, 

Zeb was frowning, studying Dyke’s seamed face and they 
his chest as Dyke pulled off his tattered shirt. 

‘Lord, I’ve got to be seeing things!” 

“You're seeing me, Zeb.” 

‘But it can’t be you. You’re dead!” 

‘Wrong. I’m as alive as you are. And so is my friend here” 

‘That big stuffed toy? With all your phony threats of what 
you were going to do with us, you’re pulling puppet strings 
somewhere.” 

‘No strings, Zeb. You'll find that out when my mantis 
eats you and your lovely lady.” 

‘Does... what?’ 

‘Eats you, I said. Slayer loves meat — people-meat, that is’ 

‘Are you... really... Dyke Mellis?” 

‘Now you’re whistling Dixie, as you used to say.’ 

‘How did you live through the knifing we gave you?’ 

‘Never mind how. I did it.” 

‘And you came here to scare me and my wife.” 

‘Itold you. Not just to scare you. To eat you.” 

“You ought to remember that threats don’t bother me.’ 

‘Who said anything about threats?” 

‘Oh, come on, Dyke, You won’t let that oversized what 
ever it is eat us. Not when you and I are friends from ‘way 
back.’ 

‘That’s the exact reason I will let him eat you. We stopped 

_ being pals when you knifed me, so you thought, to death.’ 

“You had it coming.’ 

‘No mote than the rest of you. No man deserves aS 
tration.’ 

‘You did. You tried to steal our money.” 

‘It was my money too, Zeb. We killed and robbed the old 
man together,’ Dyke pulled one of his guns from his belt. 
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qe've talked enough. I’m going to cripple you in a few spots 
jn then let you watch my beast eat your woman.” 

"Now Zeb’s bravado began to desert him. ‘Damn you, 
pyke, you better be kidding!” 

Dyke shot through the other man’s shoulder; the bullet 
ore the flesh and buried itself in the wall behind. 

Zeb shouted, ‘Damn you, Dyke, cut it out!” 

‘Tl cut you all right, pal Zeb. Before I leave here, you'll 
fe cut into so many pieces that nobody’ll ever know you 
yere alive. So will your woman or wife or whatever she is.” 

‘Don’t you touch her!” 

‘Iwon’t have to. My praying mantis will do it for me. He’s 
going to eat her alive, while you watch.’ 

‘My God Almighty, Dyke, don’t let him!” 

For answer, Dyke fired again, sending a bullet through 
Zeb’s other shoulder. 

Then he aimed at the man’s abdomen and fired. This was, 
the shot he’d planned all the way here. He’d seen men shot 
in the stomach, watched them die a slow and horrible death, 
One such. man had lived a whole afternoon, at least four 
hours, suffering untold agony every minute; doctors had 
been unable to stanch his internal bleeding or his intense 
pain. 

That was what Dyke intended Zeb to endure, along with 
seeing his wife eaten and then being eaten himself. 

He watched the man grab at his stomach as the shot 
pierced it, lurch forward, then sit back with both hands 
grasping the wound. Blood was gushing from it and from 
both his shoulders. i 

Dyke said, ‘That'll let you think over your past life while 
Slayer and I are tending to our other chores here, old 
Zebbie. You could live till morning, you know, and you 
could hurt every minute of the time, so much that you could 
wish you’d never been born. But I won’t make you live that 
long. I'll shoot you up some more after a while, and then 7’ 
let my hungry mantis make his evening meal on you. Your 
woman will be his main course and you will be his dessert.” 

Zeb was gasping now, his face contracting with the pain 
that was rushing through him. ‘Have you... killed the /, . 
the other guys?” in 

‘One of them. Pete. I'll get to Kane and Ryan later. 

‘Lenni never did anything to you, Dyke. Don’ ‘t hurt her!” 


‘T have to, old pal. Not for her sins. For yours, 
as much hurt as you gave me.” 

‘What will you take not to kill her?” 

“You hayen’t got enough money to beg her off, Zeb? 

*You can have all I’ve got!’ The man’s words were: 
from him as his suffering increased; he grimaced with Hed 
new burst of pain. i) 

Dyke smiled grimly. ‘I'll have what I want of what's ie 
anyway, when you’re both dead.” " 

He turned to Slayer, ‘Come, friend. It’s time to C2 the 
woman. Tear her apart anyway you want to.” 

Zeb half rose from his chair now, now red with his bi 
But Dyke moved to him and tied him in his chair with the 
same wire that had bound Pete to his stake. ‘Shut up and g 
still. Like I said, you’re going to hurt the way you hurt me, 
only more so.” 

‘But not Lenni! God Almighty, Dyke, not her!’ 

‘Of course Lenni. I told you.” 

Dyke stood back as Slayer caught the woman in his clawed 
hands and threw her to the rich rug. Dyke thought idly, My 
beasts never ruined a wealthy house before. I’ll enjoy pour. | 
ing blood all over this Oriental carpet. When they're done 
for, I think I'll break the things I don’t take with me. 

Slayer had ripped off the woman’s clothes and was sitting 
upon her body. Dyke knew what he would eat first, what he 
always chose above other parts of the women he devoured, | 

Ina swift motion he tore a breast from her and ate it ina 
few bites, following it with the other breast. Then he sat 
back, looking her over for the second-best part. 

Lenni was sobbing, screaming in her unbearable agony, 
pushing uselessly at the beast as he held her down. Dyke saw 
that Zeb was sobbing too, the tears rolling down his cheeks, 
So he could cry, as Pete did, when the cause was great 
enough, when the woman he loved was being torn to pieces 
and eaten before his eyes. That made two of them who had 
sobbed and begged. If the other two, Kane and Ryan, cried 
too, Dyke’s vengeance would be complete. 

Slayer brought down his horrendous claws and tore the 
woman’s face, leaving bleeding cuts that were deep and 
ragged. He bent down, staring, catching sight of her tortured 
eyes. At once he gouged out both eyes, using both hands, 
rolling the severed eyes in his giant grasp, then dropping 

1972 


"Bie ay 


. 
j 


them into his mouth and chewing them in hissing pleasure 
at the taste. 

Dyke saw Zeb jerk against the wires that bound him, 

ard his scfeam joining the woman’s terrified, suffering 
outcry. But Dyke did not look at Zeb. He kept his eyes on 
slayer and the pleasure he was having eating the woman. 

The huge insect was tearing off her arms, then her legs. To 
Dyke's surprise, Slayer picked up one of the bloody arms 
and brought it to him, laying it at his feet. 

Dyke said at. once, ‘Thanks, friend. I appreciate your 
invitation for me to join you in your feast. But the woman- 
meat is all yours.” 

He pushed the arm back toward the insect, dripping blood 
from it all the way. The torn body was bleeding fast too; 
Slayer was unable to suck it all into his mouth. It was dyeing 
the thick rug red, spreading all about the woman as she 
stopped struggling and lay still, living but unable to move 
without her arms and legs. 

The creature ate the flesh from the appendages, broke the 
bones and sucked the marrow from them. Then he turned 
back to the woman and tore her from the throat down, 
laying the body open for his devouring of the organs that lay 
inside her. 

Zeb was delirious now, shrieking in his own pain and the 
horror of his wife’s torture. He screamed: ‘Kill old man,, 
bash in old Shield’s head . . . eat, old Shield... cut Dyke,’ 
he’s stealing . . . lemme die, lemme die!’ 

But he lived on as Slayer ate away at the woman on the’ 
tug. Out came the intestines, coiling upon the rug, the fur~) 
niture, the cut glass on the coffee table. Slayer played with’, » 
them a little, seeming to like the way they swung out and. 
coiled back, looking alive in his grasp. At last he fell to eat- 
ing them, pulling them into his immense mouth watbpag 
cutting them apart, sucking a mouthful at a time like a grea‘ 
bird with an enormous worm. His hissing was loud, ap, 
Preciative, happy. Now and then he unfolded his unbelieve! 
able green wings and raised them above his head, flapping’ 
them with a whir that echoed around the room. 

When the intestines were gone, the beast ripped out the 
other organs all at once, in a mammoth sweep down the 
inside of the body. The stomach and liver and-heart; with ’ 

‘me smaller pieces, lay scattered about the broken form. ..’' 
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Slayer slid off the woman and prodded her with 
wanting her to struggle further, to continue bein 
meat he loved to pursue. But she was dead, no lon; 
put up any resistance. 

The insect turned from her and inspected the Aelicacs 
that he had scooped out of her. He tore open the ie 
and dined upon the half-eaten food that was in it, The 
savored the liver and heart, pausing to eat the heart a 
slowly, as if to make its sweet taste last longer. mor, 

When he had sucked all the flesh he could from the 
and had pulled the marrow from the last one as well, Wh 
he had dug into the body again and again for as much inner 
meat as he could find there, he broke the woman's heag 
from her body and looked about the room for a rock, Seein 
none, he bounded to the fireplace across the room ‘ 
banged the head upon the marble mantel. The skull cam 
apart, spilling the brains into the beast’s claws. He lifted hig 
hands and strung the brain into his mouth a bite at a tine 
chewing as he downed the whole of it, stooping to retieye 
the skull parts, digging at them for the last morsel of brain, 

When there was no more of the woman to be eaten, 
Slayer moved to Dyke and looked from him to Zeb. The 
suffering man was still sobbing, stil) muttering incoherently, 
Both his shoulder wounds had stopped bleeding, clotted 
except for small drips; but Dyke knew he was bleeding inside, | 
bleeding his life away, painfully, helplessly. 

Dyke said, ‘I’ll give you to Slayer in a minute, Zebbie, old 
pal. But first I’m going to shoot you a few more times. 
want to make a sieve out of you. I want to see your blood 
running from as many holes as I can make in you.’ 

He untied the man and kicked him onto the rug. Slayer 
came close, but Dyke motioned him away. ‘Not yet, friend. 
Let me enjoy this a little more before you get him.’ 

He fired through one cheek, then the other. He fired into 
both legs, the right and then the left. When one gun was 
emptied, he took the second, and after it, the third, He fired 
every bullet he brought from the truck, shot them all inl 
Zeb’s weakened body, cheering as the blood gushed from 
the man anew, blood that Slayer rushed to suck as fast ashe 
was able, 

Dyke said aloud, ‘This is what we came here for, friend- 
revenge upon this man who tried to kill me and thought ht 


a 130 


his 4, 
hee 


e 
Ber able 


did. Suck the blood from him, friend. And when it has all 
jun out of him; into you or onto the floor, eat your fill of 
him!” 

Zeb’s life was ebbing away now, but Dyke vowed to taunt 
his old enemy’s last breath. ‘Remember how you used to tell 
everybody to go to hell, Zeb? Well, now you’re going there, 
so you'll find out what it’s like. Go to hell, Zeb, go to hell 
for what you did to me!” 

He stretched his arms toward the ceiling. ‘God, the killing 
of these guys is better than any killings I ever watched 
before or ever will again! I’m tall, I’m happy, I’m warm, I’m 
wonderful! I wish I had a hundred old enemies to murder 
like this!” 

He waved Slayer forward. ‘He’s yours, friend. We’ll let 
the other mantises have the birds and animals in the pens, 
soon as it’s daylight. Maybe there’ll be enough to fill their 
bellies. But if there’s not, at least I’ll have one satisfied in- 
sect you.” 

The mantis tore off Zeb’s head first this time, plucking out 
the eyes and then cracking the skull upon the fireplace, 
remembering to claw off the nose and lips and cheeks before’ 
he scooped out the brain. 

Dyke dropped into a chair and watched his beast devour 
his old foe, glorifying in the dismemberment of the body, the 
last rush of blood when the inner bleeding was slashed into. 

As the mantis cut into the pool of blood inside the abdomen, », ' 
Dyke snatched up a cup, emptied the coffee upon the floor, * 
and dipped into the blood, getting as much of the bright 

fluid as he could, holding it high, laughing wildly, fiercely. 

Then he gave the cup a fling, sending the red liquid about, f 
the room, making bloody spots upon almost everything. 

He said aloud, ‘Two dead and two to go. We are half way 
through our vengeance, friend.” 

Slayer did not answer him mentally, did not even look up 
from his feast of man-meat that Zeb Hillburn’s body was 
providing for him. Ra ters 

Dyke said, more to himself than to the insect: ‘T’ll keep’ 
Slayer happy, and the other mantises happy too, as long as.T 
can give them human beings for their meals, But I can’t 
help wondering how easy it will be to keep them in line, keép_ dis 
them respecting me and loving me, when we’re back on’ 
Malpelo and I can’t feed them people very often,’, 
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Chapter Thirteen 


When there was no more of Zeb to eat, Slayer hudd) 
down on his haunches with his head on his belly and sg}, ny 
Dyke did not wake him for sometime. He decided to Taid the 
Hillburn refrigerator, eat what looked good to him and take 
whatever stores he needed, along with money and the Sale. 
able treasures that Zeb had collected in this red house with 
blue trim. 

He went from room to room, picking up what appeared tp 
be valuable, taking whatever money he found ~ and the 
jewelry that had to be worth a fortune if it was as real as the 
diamonds and rubies and emeralds looked. He was pleased 
to find a jeweled machete, its blade as bright as it was lethal, 
Maybe he could slash somebody with it sometime. Or it 
would be a showy trophy in his new house. 

After his tour of the house, he. went to the kitchen and 
dined on cold chicken and salad and half a pie, adding 
several cups of the excellent coffee that was there. He fille 
his sacks with food and valuables, carrying them to the truck 
a sack at a time, stowing them behind the seat where we had 
left ample room. 

Afterward he came back to the living-room and stretched 
out on the divan. He would let Slayer sleep until morning 
and would give himself that much rest too. By daylight he 
would loose the other nine mantises upon Zeb’s birds and 
animals; hopefully there would be enough of them to satisfy 
the hunger of all the beasts. 

He'dropped into revenge-drugged sleep at once and did 
not awaken until dawn. He leaped to his feet and dashed t0 
the truck, letting out the mantises, lining them up to follow 
him to the pens, relocking the gates to hold the mantises and 
their meals inside. 

The insects lost no time in running, leaping, fiying toward 
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the live meat that lay before them. Dyke stood back and 
watched, the hungry creatures as they caught the birds 
and animals with little effort, as they tipped them apart and 
chewed them to broken bones. : 

Screeching fright ran through the pens as the invaders 
seized their first choices, the meat closest to them. Dyke had 
not trained them as he had Slayer, and they had no notion 
of the things that the chief mantis understood, the sub- 
servience he gave to Dyke, the close feeling between them 
that included Slayer’s comprehension, and his answering, of 
his master’s words, It was of small consequence that these 
beasts were simply eaters and killers; that was their sole 
function to Dyke. Vicious violence was what was needed for 
the remaining two enemies — and for any new foes who 
might crop up, including cops or other snoopers on the 
prowl for Dyke, either for old crimes or new ones. 

The nine mantises went for the animals first, since they 
were in the closest cages. The small things ran to corners 
and tried to hide there; the bigger animals battled the mon- 
sters. But the anteater and raccoons and pumas were no 
match for the mighty green insects. The beasts swooped 
down upon them and tossed them about, snipping off heads 
and legs in immense delight. 

In wild gestures they skinned the furry things without kill- 
ing them, ripped down to the soft flesh and chewed into it, 
dripping the blood about the pens in big splotches that grew 
as more of the animals lost their blood in the continuing 
massacre. The victims squeaked and screamed and bellowed, 
with one hyena making a sound almost like a woman’s cry 
for help. It startled Dyke, made him peer among thé green 
monsters and their prey to see if there was a human female 
somewhere in their midst. 

Watching the animals being devoured before they diéd, 
Dyke thought, The sight of this blood, now. running in 
rivulets, is good. But it doesn’t take me to the height of 
excitement that the blood of people does. When I see my 
monsters spilling Kane’s and Ryan’s blood, I will stand so 
close that their veins will drain upon me. I may even help the 
mantises to suck it. Maybe I can learn to be Dracula for my ; 
ast two despised foes... Gack 


When the smaller animals and birds had followed'the _ 


other penned creatures into the bulging bellies, Dyke herded.” 
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his nine beasts back to the truck bed and covereq th 
woke Slayer and put him in his place. = 
Then he let himself think about what his next 
would be. 
Wouldn’t it be tied up, all neat and nice, if the oth 
enemies died on this same trip? It was not impossibje, 
neighbors or lawmen could discover the Temains of pe 4 
Pete’s house or here at Zeb’s; if that happened, Po bs 
might start searching for the cause. So if Dyke aw 
and Ryan dead within the next few days and then took 
‘peasts back to the isle where they, and he, would be 
from all fearful intruders, everything would be good, 
So he must not waste time. 

He consulted his map and located Neiva. That would gh 
him Kane, his next target. 
He would make this death a little different, he reflect 
Eyentually Slayer or another of the mantises would 
Kane, as Pete and Zeb had been eaten. But Dyke lity 
innovations, had always let his mind conjure up speci 
possibilities for pleasure, for exhilaration — and, in cg 
such as these men, for torture. 
It took some time for the truck to reach the town 
Neiva. Dyke knew that his passengers would be hungry a 


' ten kids and at least twenty servants, so the slaughter coul 
be long and bloody and fully enjoyable. 

He searched the hills around Neiva and finally fount 
“Kane, He had studied every house he came to, and he 
‘Stopped at one that looked American in design, the kind of 


‘ 
took two guns and the jeweled machete, 8 
lade and noting that it shayed the hairs off his ant 
his way through the trees and bushes on foot, sto” 
could get a clear view of the scene in front 
Saw at once that there was considerable 
yard. Evidently the owners of this pla’ 
the Garristers — were getting ready ff 


Servants were rushing about, sétting up card tables on the 

, lawn. Charcoal cookers held vast trays of meat and Veg. 

elables to be kept warm, and the buffet table was heavy with 

salads and desserts. A native man was arranging liquor 
bottles and mixers at a portable bar. 

A man and a woman came from the house, both white. 
Their backs were toward Dyke’s hiding place in the trees, 
He studied them, trying to pull memory through his aching 
head. Squinting through his blurred vision to bring out 
familiarity. 

The woman turned in Dyke’s direction, letting him see 
that she was young and blonde, as attractive as any woman 
he had ever seen, She was a stranger to him. But there was 
no doubt about the man’s identity: He was overdressed in 
his splashy sport suit, in the outsized rings he wore, in his 
new-rich hauteur. 

* Buthe was still Kane Garrister. f 

When the guests began arriving, Dyke saw that they all, 
came from the mountains around Kane’s home. That suited 
Dyke perfectly. Nobody in nearby towns was likely to miss 
mountain folk, and the only remains would be bones to indi- 
cate that they had died. Dyke and his beasts would be long 
gone by the time people came here. i fe 

He went back to the truck and opened the back; the 
mantises could free themselves if they so wished. But they 
were all asleep, and Slayer was still snoozing on the floor,in 


front. Dyke felt certain that none of them would stir until)’. 


he called them. But if they did, it would matter little. They 
would come. seeking him, hoping for the food that he had 


never failed to provide. This time they would find a-feast | 


prepared, enough to fill every belly among them. Bas 
He stayed out of sight as the guest couples appeared, some 
of them accompanied by children who were promptly wel- 
comed by the host’s five little boys. Dyke thought, God, old 
Kane’s got him a family all right. All of them will make 
good ‘eating for my insects. This will bé one'of our better’ 
nights, a real meal for us all; I will eat the food on the table 
while Slayer and the other mantises dine on the people; This 
is not a bad way to live, not bad at all, If I could get by with, 
it, I'd like to live like this the rest of my’life, raiding rich, 
homes and eating their food and, making off with) their 
prized possessions, letting my beasts slit the bodies and spill 
at os eit 


the blood and reduce the people to a heap of man 
bones. Ome, 

When all the guests seemed to be present and were iui 
up with as many cocktails as they cared to order wi 
asked, ‘Is everybody ready to eat?’ And the crowd 
to the buffet table. 

There were two long dining tables, one for adults, anothe, 
for children. Dyke appraised them as they sat down, thing 
to decide how his insects could administer the utmost torur 
and pain to Kane and his guests. He had his own plan ‘ 
Kane himself, but he also wanted his erstwhile pal to watch 
the devouring of his family and friends by the green mo. 
sters from Malpelo. He wanted Kane to suffer with every 
bite the beasts took from flesh and organs and bones, 

The phone rang in the house, and Kane got up to answer 
it. Dyke was sure the man was alone now. It would be the 
ideal time to confront him. 

Dyke went to the back of the house where no one could 
spot him. He slipped through the door and moved past the 
rooms until he reached the one where he could hear Kane's 
yoice. He stood in the doorway, waiting for Kane to finish 
his conversation and turn to face the man who had not died 
in Texas, 

At last Kane banged down the phone and started through 
the room. 

Dyke stepped into his path and asked, ‘Remember mt, 
Kane?” 

The other man stepped back, sniffed the air as he caught 
the smell of Dyke, let his eyes search the face that was ona 
level with his. ‘Hell, no, I don’t remember you at all. Should 
Ir 

‘Damn right you should. And you will. Were you ever'® 
Texas?” 

Kane stiffened. “Never.” 

"You don’t have to lie to me. I’m not the law. I’m just a 
old friend of yours,’ 

The evening’s host leaned closer and peered intently #t 
Dyke's red-seamed face. ‘Jesus, your Dyke Mellis!’ 

‘Right the first time.’ 

‘I thought we killed you.’ 

‘I know. But you weren't as certain of a killing as /'™ 
going to be,” ; 
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Kane tried to move toward the desk behind him. 

But Dyke said, ‘Don’t reach for your gun, Mine’s already 
aimed at you.’ 

Kane stared into the barrel of the weapon, shrugging, 
‘How much do you want to get out of here and take that 
filthy smell with you before my guests get wind of you?’ 

Dyke leaned against the door frame easily, feeling re- 
laxed, superior, and greatly pleased with himself. He would 
see this man crying, begging, screaming before he left these 
premises. 

‘You’re making the same mistake that Pete and Zeb did, 
trying to pay me to let you off. But I came here to kill you 
and everybody who’s damn dumb enough to be your family 
and friends. That’s exactly what I’m going to do.” 

‘What about Pete and Zeb? Did you kill them?” 

‘Idid. Or, rather, my mantises did.’ 

“Your mantises?’ . 

“You mean you haven’t heard of the great green monsters 
on Malpelo, where my home is?” 

‘Hell, no. There can’t be any monsters there — or any place 
else in South America.” 

Now Kane was comfortable, defiant. But Dyke countered; ': 
‘Tl show them to you tonight, before I turn them loose to 
eat the people outside the house — and you last of all.’ 

“You wouldn’t dare...” 

‘I'd dare anything to punish you, Kane. And you'll believe 
every word I’m saying to you when the attack starts. You'll . 
credit me when my mantises start biting off arms and legs, 
when they slit bodies open, when the blood runs red all over 
the fancy table and yard out there!’ é 

‘You're off your rocker!” it 

‘Perhaps, You gave me a permanent headache and poor 
eyesight, eleven years ago. My mind wanders sometimes, 
yes — thanks to you and the other three. But I’m not my 
tonight. I know precisely what I’m doing.’ 

‘I’m bigger than you. I could overpower you.” 4 

‘Don’t try it. I’ll shoot you.as full of holes as I shot Zeb, 
before I let my best mantis, my Slayer, eat him.’ 

Kane had not weakened, had not even appeared fright- 
ened. He evidently thought the whole thing was a scare 
tactic ~ or he intended to treat it as such. 

Dyke said, ‘We'll go outdoors now, old pal, Well go out | 
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and have a big fat ball, watching your wife ang kia 
those rich neighbors of yours go into my mantise ip 
one piece ata time.” 

He motioned with his gun, forcing Kane to walk ah 
him. aad 
When they reached the head of the adult table, Dyke 

‘My apologies for what is going to happen to all of you 
tonight. I never saw you before, and I’ye got nothing 
sonal against any of you. But your host is one of the f 
most evil men in my world — and it’s your bad luck 

you're here with him now.” 

He paused for effect and got the response he was see * 

Every person —- man, woman and child — paused in 
eating, frozen with curiosity that grew into fear as 
eyed Dyke’s gun. 

Kane sprang in front of Dyke. ‘Jesus, all of you, listen tg 
me! Get your wives and kids and get away from here fast 
you can! Get out of here before this madman shoots every. 
body!” 

He whirled and grabbed for Dyke’s hand gun. But Dyke 
was too quick for him and stepped aside, letting Kane go 
rolling on the grass. 

Dyke called, ‘Come, Slayer, friend, come get your sup 
per! Bring the others and come!” 

The words had hardly left his lips when the ten great 
insects came charging through the trees and bushes, straight 
into the crowd of people that Dyke held prisoner. The men 
had not moved, had not dared to attempt to carry out Kane's 
order, 

Dyke said, ‘Kane, stand here beside Come on, you 
hear? Stand here if you don’t want to be a sieve.” 

; Kane obeyed. When their arms touched, Dyke felt his 
former co-conspirator’s shoulder shaking. 

What the devil are those animals?” 

\‘Itold you: Giant mantises from Malpelo.” 

“Well; stop them before they really do eat somebody!’ 

. ‘Now you're asking the impossible, Kane. Once Ive 
turned my insects loose, they eat everyone in sight. I coulda't 
‘stop them if I wanted to, And God knows I don’t want to.’ 

Heheld the man at bay as the beasts tore into the peoples 
seizing every soul that was gathered about the tables. Most 
\ of the insects cornered and clawed two people at a tim 
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holding one down with each green foot, thus assuring them- 
selves of @s much people-meat as they could hold. And 
Slayer, ever the alert killer, kept up a constant survey of the 
crowd. The redheaded beast bounded after the three who 
tried to escape and brought them back, clawing, sometimes 
kicking, tossing them into the midst of the mantises’ meal. 

In horrified seconds, every living being was in the power 
of a green beast, either partly eaten or being held powerless 
byamassive green foot. 

Dyke drew his machete and said, ‘Everything’s going well 
over there, I’d better get busy on you, old buddy Kane.’ 

Kane’s voice was wavering a little; sweat poured off his 
face and hands, and his eyes were swimming in tears, 
‘You're a goddamn devil, Dyke!’ 

‘Perhaps. Just as four of you were to me.” 

‘I’m not going to stand here and see those prehistoric 
animals eat my wife and kids!” 

‘I don’t know how you can prevent it now. And you'd, 
better give a little thought to yourself, get your mind ready 
to accept what I’m going to do to you.” 

‘I don’t give a damn what you do to me! But why in hell 
can’t you leave the rest of them alone?’ 

‘Because they’re part of your suffering, what else?’ Dyke 
raised his jeweled machete, letting the floodlights glisten 
upon the razor edge of it. ‘I’m going to cut you into piecesy 
Kane, little pieces. Remember how you carved me up? Well, 
it's my turn to laugh as / cut you to bits, you hear?’ r 

_ ‘Dyke, you insane devil, you can’t...” ii} 

‘Can’t 1?” i 

Dyke lashed out with the machete and cut through the 
sleeve of the man’s bright shirt, taking a sizable slice of flesh 
off the arm. i 

Kane jerked back, staring at the wound, his eyes blazing, 
his face a sea of hatred that rivalled the hatred in Dyke’s 
heart. Vy 

Before he could find his voice to speak again, Dyke had 
slashed him once more with the gleaming machete, this time 
teaching to his back, cutting off half the man’s buttocks. ' ‘ 

‘Kane fell to his knees, pleading now: ‘Let me go, inGod’s | 
name, let me go, Dyke! You're not a man, you're an animal, 
as much an animal as those . . . whatever they are. Don’t cut 
me any more!’ 4 
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‘Td like you to beg me on your knees,’ 
‘I’m on my knees and I’m begging you!” 
‘But you’re not crying. I have to see all my o} 
Dyke waved a hand toward the mob of beast als 
biting the bodies apart, tearing out chunks of f, that 
great claws. ‘See my beautiful redhead there? Res 2 
pretty little wife, Kane. He’s going to tear off her 
first and eat them while he sits on her. He loves the 2 
women’s breasts. Then he’ll tear open her body and ~ 
her insides, a little at a time as he chooses to eat then 

‘Dyke, you madman, stop it! Don’t make me a 
tom...’ 

‘Did anybody stop you when you were carving my 
pieces in that pasture, Kane? Did any of you care when 
took all the money and left me there?’ 

‘But that was when we were kids! Oh, Jesus, I’m bl 
to death, you devil. Why don’t you go ahead and cut me 
kill me any way you want to... but make that.,, 
thing let Nan go!” 

‘Sorry, Kane. Watching Nan die is part of your punig 
ment.’ 

Dyke struck out with the shining machete twice mox 
and took off the man’s ears; after that came his nose, his 
lips, his cheeks. He was a faceless thing now, with only his 
eyes left, blood streaming from his wounds and coloring the 
ground around him and his torturer. 

Dyke moved his boot into the blood and stirred the gather 
ing pool of it, splashing the redness about. ‘Bleed for me, 
Kane! The more you bleed, the less time it will take you to 
die when I give you to my beasts!” 

)The man’s whisper was wrung from the depths of his 
suffering: ‘Make that... beast... kill her . . . fast, Dyke! 
Don’t lethim , .. tear her open while she’s. . . still... alive’ 
_ Dyke looked at the mutilated man quickly, hoping tht 
tears were spilling from his eyes. And they were. The stream 
of them mingled with the blood that ran from his facele’ 
{ice and gushed down upon his slashed clothes, his expos! 
ly. 
. ¢ ‘said, ‘God, this is what I came to see — you, crying 
for me, Kane! That’s what all four of you have to do befor 
you die — cry your best for me! God, this is my triumph, 
manhood that you thought you destroyed, my joy in living!! 
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tg be 
could never be happy again. But I can and I am, 

got here watching you grovel and beg and cry. I’m as 

git he sky and as wide as the world! I’m a man, you 

rie" *-aman, a man!” ' 

ya" ook a few more slices off Kane and then stopped to 

He in both view the crimson killings that the mantises 
kt tr icing. He saw Nan’s breasts in Slayer’s two claws, 

n her as he held them high, seeming to admire 
ie eat he blood from them ran d 

om before eating them. TI he blood from them ran down 

the mantis, but he let it go, seeming to see only the 

utiful breasts he held. A moment later he was devouring 
ae of them with a happy hissing that gave out his delight; 
hen that delicacy was gone, he put the other breast into his 
nouth and chewed it to bits, swallowing each bit slowly, 
avoring the taste. 

Next he bit off the woman’s shoulders and thighs, letting 
the blood run red around her as he ate her flesh. She was 
greaming, moaning, cursing, all to no good; Slayer only 
selished her body the more for the noise she gave him. He 
took her arms and ate the meat from them, breaking the 
bones to gain the marrow. He did the same with her legs. 

Suddenly he spied her eyes and bent toward them with his 
claws ready. He dug them out of their sockets and ate them 
pleasurably, following them with as much of her face as was 
edible to him, her nose and her mouth, her chin and her 
eas, her cheeks that he bit to the bones. He sucked some of 
the blood she shed, letting part of it escape him and make 
tivers onto the grass, a red stream about them both. 

Surprisingly, the woman still lived, but she had ‘ceased to 
Scream, was now lying under the beast’s feet, unmoving, un- 
seeing, unable to do more than die. Slayer cut her body apart 
and tore out the sweet food that her inner parts gave him. 
ite he took her bleeding heart from her, she relaxed’ in 

leath. ¥ 

Dyke moved from Kane to Nan and back to Kane. This 
was the ultimate suffering of a human being, and he gloried 
in itas he had in the agonies of Pete and Zeb. When this 
man was dead, there would be only Ryan left. 

Half of the crowd on the lawn was eaten and dead, with 
the mantises ready to start their second course. As they” 
tipped into the next group of bodies, Dyke saw that they 
were sucking up the blood that had sunk into the grass about 
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them, belching often in their greediness to obtai 
available bit of flesh and marrow, every drop of i 

e 
blood. 

In moments the beasts had disposed of the seco id 
They sat surrounded by the dry bones of ths 
devoured. All of the giant feet were smeared red a 
blood of their. victims, and Dyke thought idly tha : 
should be ornaments on Christmas trees back in the 
so red and so green was the scene. 

When there was no more flesh to be eaten, no 
marrow to be drawn from the bones, the insects fell on 
bellies and sucked loudly at the blood that still lingereg 
the grass, drinking as much of it as they could pull from 
myriad red stains about them. 

At last Dyke brought his blurred gaze back to Kane 
saw that the wounded man was crumpled upon the 
gasping for breath, groaning heavily, emitting sounds 
were not words, were only the mutterings of a lost mind 
a battered body. 

Dyke asked himself aloud: ‘Shall I slash off his head 
cifully and give him to the insects dead?’ 

But he answered himself: ‘No! I will not go soft for 
of my four old foes. I will carve this man into little © 
as I swore to him I would and throw the pieces of him to 
beasts!’ 

He began to wave the machete about wildly, lashing 
at Kane with the weapon again and again. Bit by bit 
sliced the man to shreds, laughing like a maniac as the 
flowed afresh with each new slash, as the chunks of 
came off the bones and fell on the ground. 

When he was down to the torso, he sliced open the 
with his machete and cut the organs from it, tossing them 
the insects, allowing the creatures to fight over the b 
laughing as he finally decapitated Kane and threw the 
to Slayer, as he watched his chief mantis break Kane’s 
and dine upon his brain: His enemy’s blood was alm 
covering him now, and he loved the sight of it, felt 
greater and more powerful because of it. 

He said aloud, ‘Slayer, friend, we have done well here. 
Are you full of the people-meat and ready to move on?” 

The beast, raised his head, holding two parts of Kane's 
skull in his claws as he still sucked them for flavor 
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seemed to reply: ‘Yes, my friend. Iam full of this wonder- 


ful meal. And the others are full too, It has been a grand) 


night for us all.” 


Dyke said, ‘You're damn right it’s been grand. Now we’ve 


got to hurry to the last one before somebody somewhere 
finds out what we’re doing and tries to stop us!’ 


143 


Chapter Fourteen 


Dyke sacked up the Garristers’ valuables and Tesumed 
trek. 

Popayan was a long drive in a rattling old truck 
mountain roads. But Dyke covered the miles without 
ing tired, without any notion of turning back. If he 
Ryan Gaut, the North American Indian, eaten and q 
his revenge’ would be finished. He need no longer live 
his gnawing need for vengeance. 

He found the Indian as he had found the others, 
searching until he discovered Ryan’s hideout. 

The Indian had aged the least of the four in the 
years since Dyke had seen him. His black hair still shone, 
did his dark eyes. He was straight and tall, as handsome 
man as he had been a pretty boy. 

Dyke cornered him, and the people who lived with 
in his house outside Popayan. Dyke slipped through 
back door as the family was eating their breakfast, °° 
Slayer with him, motioning the creature to settle down 
wait for his call. 

He stood outside the dining-room door, listening to 
conversation. He learned at once that Ryan had no ' 
had probably never married. The people with him were 
parents, his sisters and brothers, and some of his ‘"’ 
friends. Evidently he had brought his folks down from 
United States, taking them off the Navajo reservation 
installing them in grandeur here. . 

Dyke stepped into the room with a flourish, moving 
gun back and forth over the table. , 

“Sit exactly where you are, you hear? I’ll have a surpn* 
for all of you later. But right now I want to talk to Ryat. 
He’s an acquaintance of mine from back home in Texas” 

All the eyes were upon Dyke and his gun, all the faces 

144 


wearing immediate fright. The old Indian couple moved 
close together as if to comfort each other. The others sat 
stiffly erect, their dark eyes wary, darting from door to door 
of the room as if seeking escape. 

Dyke said, ‘I won’t fool around, Ryan. I’m Dyke Mellis. I 
came here to kill you.’ 

The handsome Indian rose from his chair and stood facing 
Dyke across the room. 

"You've changed, Dyke. But your voice is the same.’ He 
showed no added fear. In fact, his first fright had vanished 
and he looked at ease. 


“My face and body would be familiar to you too - if you 
and the rest of them hadn’t slashed me.’ 

Ryan winced. ‘You can’t know how I've regretted what 
\we did to you ‘that night, Dyke. But surely you remember 
how young we were and how fierce. We had to show you 
that nobody could steal our money.” 

‘Part of it was mine.’ 

‘Only a fifth of it.” 

*You didn’t leave me my fifth.” 

‘I know. And I told the rest of the boys, plenty’ of times, 
that we shouldn’t have cut you up the way we did.’ His eyes 
were on the jagged scams that criss-crossed Dyke’s checks, 
the deep scar that ran the length of his forehead. ‘I’m glad 
you didn’t die, Dyke. I’m glad you pulled through.’ 

“You won’t be so glad when my insects eat your family 
while you watch — and then eat you.” 

‘What did you say?’ 

‘I said I brought people-eating monsters to your house, 
Ryan. And when I take them away, everybody at this table 
will be torn apart and dead, eaten by my giant mantises.” 

_ “Two of the little girls began to cry, and Dyke gave them 
no heed. A tall boy, almost Ryan’s height, slid under the 
table and tried to reach a door. But Dyke waited for him to 
emerge at the other end, then put a bullet through both legs. 
The boy fell tothe floor. 

Dyke asked, ‘Anybody else want to try leaving?’ When 
there was no answer, he looked about the room approvingly. 
‘Well, well, isn’t this just what I was looking for!” He went 
to the far door, turned the key in the lock and pocketed it, 
‘Then he added, ‘There are no windows in this room, I see.’ 
And when I turn my beasts in here, there will be ho doors. | 
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open to you. I will lock the other one when Ry, 
ut.” . 
He called, ‘Slayer, go bring the mantises, y, 
js waiting for you!” 

He held the family at the table until Slayer appeal 
the doorway with the other nine creatures pushing be 
him, eager to be at the live food. 7 

The family fell back, shrinking in their chairs, Shoe, 
wanting to discredit their eyes but slowly understandip, i 
awful truth. ‘ 

Ryan said, ‘Dyke, take me if you have to. But lay of y, 
family.” " 

‘Sorry. The death of the family comes ahead of yy, 
death. It has to. It’s my plan.” : 

‘Then change your plan!’ 

‘Not for the world, Ryan. And now come on. You and] 
will go into the kitchen. I saw a big rock collection oy 
there. Is it yours?’ 

The Indian nodded. ‘Yes. Do you want it?’ 

‘Damn right. I’ll make good use of it. I’m going to tie yu 
upand throw it at you.” 

‘I don’t understand.” 

*You will.’ 

He made the Indian walk ahead of him into the spaciow 
kitchen. In a small attached pantry there was more rocksol 
various sizes and shapes than Ryan had ever seen in ott 
collection before. Many were large and sharp. They should 
make beautiful holes in this despicable man’s hated body. 

‘Strip, Ryan.’ 

, ‘What for?” 

‘Tl show you.” 

‘Dyke, listen. I'll pay you back for what I helped do® 
you on that Texas ranch. If you’ll call off those gre 
things that are attacking my family, I’ll give you whatev 
Ican. If you need a home, you can move in here with us lf 
you need money, I’ll give it to you.” 

‘I've got money and I’ve got a home. I'll add your value 
ables to Pete’s and Zeb’s and Kane’s when I go. You won't 
wind by then. You'll be dead.” He raised the gun. ‘Strip,! 

Ryan did so. He 
perfect Sure of ieatnes pena naked and muscled, 
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Our brey 


Dyke said, “You look the way I would have if I hadn’t 
been butchered by you and your pals. You're too beautiful 
—[can’t stand seeing your unmarked body.’ 

He crossed the room and tied the. man hand and foot, 
knocking him to the floor when he was bound too tightly to 
escape. 

Dyke selected the largest, sharpest rock and aimed it at 
the Indian’s face, close range. It crashed upon the-nose bone | 
and splintered it, tearing the skin upon the cheeks, causing 
blood to spurt from the deep cuts. Dyke recovered. the 
bloody rock and tossed it again with all his strength, this 
time-at the man’s genitals. The jagged stone severed the 
maleness from the man, sending a river of blood down his | 
legs. ‘ 

Dyke was laughing now, loudly, insanely, his vengeance , 


singing within him. Time after time he hurled the scissored’ | 
rock and others near to its size. They found their marks, |” 


every one; they tore fiesh from the nude body, pierced gréat’ 
holes in the stomach and chest and legs. Blood was gushing 
out, streaming red upon the white rug on which the des- 
pised prey lay; but still Dyke threw the rocks, uriable to stop, 
knowing only that he had to stone this man until there was, 
no more flesh for him to crush. 

Ryan begged. ‘Hit my head and kill me! Get me ot ‘of i 
this misery!” 

*You’d like that, wouldn’t you? But you’re ridt going to 
die until Slayer eats you, you hear? I’ve killed the other. , 
three, and I'll see you dead too, dead in the claws of Oy, 
mantis!” 

He had heard that North American Indians rarely showed 
emotion, that they almost never cried. But there were tears 
in Ryan’s eyes now and some of them were rolling off his 
face and running into the blood upon the white rug. The 
tortured man gasped. ‘Those... those green... monsters in 
the . . . the dining-room. Are they really... eating my. 
folks?’ . 4; 

“They damn sure are.” 

Dyke paused to listen to the screams and scramblings in 
the next room, the sound of great bodies leaping about, of 
lesser ones sobbing and shrieking. A trickle of blood crept 
under the dining-room door and colored the’ tug there, 
Jengthening the crimson streak as the claws of the beasts cut 
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the bodies apart and loosed the flow of blood 
Ryan begged, “Won't you. . . save anybody? 
‘Nobody.’ 
‘But if you kill me, it ought to. . . to be enough» 
‘Enough for eleven years, Ryan ~ and for the re 
life too?” 
The man on the,floor only sobbed in reply, 

Dyke’s vengeance was full and running over now, 

He moved to the dining-room door and opened it 
slaughter that-met his eyes made him step back q i 
accustomed as he was seeing torture and death by the nf 
sters. Perhaps it was because of the smallness of the areas 

- the blood that was splattered over walls and furnituy 
human bodies and beasts, the view of sightless faces anj 
torn stomachs lying about, all in a space that was Miniature 
compared to the great outdoors where so many massacrg, 
had taken place. 

The screams gradually ceased as the bodies were torn tg 
death, as the beasts devoured the life from them. Dyke sy. 
yeyed the room in dizziness, then in approval, at last in 

pleasure. He had come here to see this meat eaten alive and 
then killed. It had happened exactly as he had planned it, 
He was glad, glad! 

Slayer had claimed the three women. He had the female 
forms stacked in his corner, all the breasts torn from them 
before he ate into the bodies and ended their lives. The other 
beasts had shared the man-meat among them, each one 
getting a male for himself, then dividing those who were left. 
“They were now cleaning up the last of the flesh and bones, 
reducing the prey to bits of bone and so much blood upon 

i white carpeting that it slopped when Dyke stepped upon 

if 


TOM them, 


St of ny 


He called, ‘Slayer, come, friend! I have saved the last man | 
for you. I'know you will find him to your taste. You cat 
suck his blood already. And you will love his flesh when you 
eat it; I've got it tenderized for you. He is a big, magnificet! 
piece of meat for-you.” 

Slayer’s bright eyes bulged and he hissed his anticipatio" 
as he followed Dyke into the kitchen. Dyke stooped and 
unbound Ryan's arms and legs, then waved the redhead 
toward the helpless figure on the floor. 

The mantis leaped upon the man and began at once to bité 
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chunks of flesh from the form that Dykes’ stones had already 
cut and carved and bled. He plucked out the eyes and de- 
youred them, then the bones and the flesh upon them. Blood 
flowed more heavily now, draining Ryan of the last of his 
life. 

Slayer prodded the body as it lay lifeless under him, trying 
to force movement from it. But when Ryan no longer re- 
sisted, Slayer made nothing of it. He fell to eating the dead 
body, enjoying as fully as he had the live ones. He ate on 
and on, until there was no part of Ryan Gaut left. 

Dyke went over the house, picking up what he wanted to 
carry back to Malpelo. 

As he was leaving the house with the mantises, he stopped 
in his steps, frozen by a sound in the bushes close by. But 
when there was no further thrashing of the brush, he 
shrugged. It was a dog perhaps, or a jungle animal. It was no 
matter. 

Everything was well and good. 

His four enemies had cried, had begged, had died. 

His vengeance was fulfilled. : y 

Could anything unhappy occur after all this happiness? 
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Chapter Fifteen 


When Dyke had the insects safely in the truck and 
with the tarpaulin and blanket, he left lighter-hearteg th 
he could ever remember feeling before, even when he as ; 


boy. 

He talked to himself as he drove along, making his plang 
wondering what his future would be now that his foy, 
enemies were dead. 

He smiled smugly as he said, ‘There must be millions of 
praying mantises on Malpelo by now. They would be enough 
to overpower any city — or every city. I could take Colombjg 
if I wanted to. And I may want to, when my house is byij 
and I am fortified by the mantises. I could even take the 
whole of South America, perhaps the whole of the world 
Who else has beasts like mine to do his bidding? Wha 
country could fight my creatures when they cannot be shot 
unless you know the precise spot? 

‘God, I could bring the people of the earth to my feetif] 
wanted to. And why shouldn’t I want to? I could take a city 
ata time, then a nation and a continent, finally the world, 
The mantises would eat as they went through a country. If 
the police tried to kill my insects, 1 could hide behind them 
andshoot down one lawman at a time. 

‘They would have to bring in bombs if they wanted to take 
us. And if they did that, I would herd the mantises into the 
caves they came out of. I would store food there under the 
island, and we could live as long as we wanted to, until 
the cops went away. Nobody could bomb an entire island 
off the map, 

‘Am I insane? . .. Yes, I could be. But if I am, I'ma 
happy mental case. I’ve killed my four enemies. God Hin 

self will have no greater power than I will when my beasts 
take over the world for me. 
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‘That will be my new goal, since my vengeance is done. I 
will work toward power for myself, such power as I’ve only 
dreamed of, power to rule everybody, everything, every~ 

ere!’ 
we talked on in that vein, all the way to the first isolated 
yillage in the jungle. He paused there, long enough ‘to let 
Slayer and the others make their meal upon the. natives, 
clearing every life of them from the settlement, tossing their 
bones about, making their blood flow over the :village, 
Jeaving only the red ground and the shredded bones to show. | 
that a conqueror had come and gone. yh , 

They emptied two more villages before they reached the 
coast and the pier where Dyke’s boat swayed. upon: the. 
water. He herded the beasts into their cages, letting Slayer 
have the run of the deck beside his master. He was certain 
he could trust the redhead not to attempt escape; and he 
had come to depend on Slayer for his own protection. He 
needed to have the great mantis precede him when. they 
landed on Malpelo, to drive back the millions of creatures 
that would rush to the beach in anticipation of human food. 

As they neared the isle, Dyke saw that. the number of 


mantises there seemed about the same as before, perhaps,’ | i 


even fewer. Had they stopped coming from the depths of the 
earth? If so, that was all right. Dyke need only wait, for the ‘ 


ones on Malpelo to multiply, which they would do while he’: 


was building his house. When they became too. many for the 
island, he would find another place to:move part of them, 
He and Slayer would make slayes and soldiers of them, trai 

them to kill as the ten had killed in the Colombian moun- 
tains, viciously, voraciously. i beled 

On the island he found the mantises a little thinner than‘ 

when he left. They had had only mantises to cat, and they 
looked starved. Dyke told them: ‘I know. you’re hungry for 
the man-meat you haven’t had for so Jong. But I'll go to the 


mainland and bring back village after village of people for 


you to eat. ’'ll feed you well, my good insects,’ » 
And he did. Time after time he carried'a boatload: of 
jungle natives to his isle and dumped them on the beach, 
sometimes forcing them off the boat with Slayer’s help when : | 
they saw their friends being grabbed and eaten by the hungry: 
beasts, when they eyed the red stream upon the white sand, 
the bloody bodies that fell among the mantisés and were 
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being chewed into bits before they died, when t 
the screams of their people as they suffered hel 
beach. 

Dyke worked hard at keeping the insects fed. He h, 

: A iad 
If they went without meat, animal or human, for as lg fy 
a week, they grew restless and angry, eating more ft cn 
own number than usual. Since no more were coming he 
the earth, they would eventually become depleted And hi 
was the last thing he wanted. ty 

Between trips for his subjects, he took trips by himsey 
disguising his face with a dark dye that let him appearing 
a jungle native when he went into towns. Now supplied with 
all the money he would need for his house, and indeed foe 
his life, he bought the finest of materials, as much as his boa 
would carry at a time. 

Sometimes he heard stories of mysterious massacres thy 
had taken place in the Colombian mountains, but he always 
walked past the storytellers disinterestedly, going only slowly 
enough to hear that there had been no suspects as yet, np 
explanations, no notions about how or why or even wheq 
the deaths had occurred. 

He took great stores of food to Malpelo as well x 
materials, adding dynamite and the newest weapons he coulf 
buy. He had a special plan for the dynamite, and he laughed 
as he pictured the way he would use it some day. He would 
‘order all the final material he would need for the house; he 
would ask that it be brought to Malpelo, instructing the boat 
captain to land his craft on the far side, where it could not 
“be seen by anyone who came looking for it later. He would 
have Slayer keep the beasts back until the load was placed 
where he wanted it. Then he would turn the mantises loose 
upon the captain and crew, let their hunger be satisfied by 
the men. When. the eating and killing was done, Dyke would 
blow up the boat and forget about it. 

His work proceeded well for three months. He built him- 
self two rooms at first, wanting a shelter in which to live 
while he.constructed his palace. He stored all his treasures 

in the two rooms and covered the outside of the small house 
with metal against possible intrusion by the mantises. Money 
filled boxes, art pieces were stacked in corners, weapons and 
ammunition were crowded into heaps upon the dirt floor. It 
__ was enjoyable, even exciting. Life would be good from nov 
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on, he assured hithself a hundred times a day, 

And it was good — for those three months. 

Then, unexpectedly, his bright world was threatened. 

It was a complete surprise. 

It was a blow to hint, a potential disaster. 

Early one morning he heard the loudest commotion that 
nad ever tacked the island, There was a wild shuffling of the 
peasts, a thudding of their great feet upon the dirt and sand, 
the whir of their. wings that carried the thunder of a tornado. 

Dyke rushed out the door and caught his breath as he 
Jooked upon the scene. 

There was a battle in progress — a battle of two armies of 
praying mantises. And they were fighting to the death! 

Down by the beach and tied to the pier was a boat that 
was many times the size of Dyke’s craft. Mantises were pour- 
ing from it to join the hordes that were already on land 
and engaged in combat. 

The invaders were Dyke’s insects, and yet unlike them 
too. They were lighter green, and they had two sets of claws 
on each hand. 

God, they were bigger than the Malpelo creatures too. 

They were all as large as Slayer, some even larger. 

And they were attacking Dyke’s. beasts, eating alive aS 
many as they could catch and overcome. 

There were more of the Malpelo beasts than of the 
strangers, so perhaps they could eventually win. But the size 
of those new creatures ~ God, it was unbelievable! 

Suddenly Dyke heard the sound of motors and looked 
toward the sea. Three large boats were nearing the island. 
Had they learned of Dyke’s rule over the mantises, his lead- 
ing them in eating his enemies and countless villagers? i 

But the boats stopped a safe distance from the isle,’ Dyke 
adjusted his’ binoculars and looked into the field glasses of 
the men on the ocean; they were pointing toward the battle 
of the beasts in macabre pleasure, watching as the heat of 
the fighting grew hotter, more vicious, as more and more 
beasts lay dead and half eaten, their bellies split apart by 
their conquerors. 

The waiting boats were peopled by passengers ‘and crew, 
with uniformed police appearing throughout the crowd, 
Plainly the lawmen were heading for Dyke’s sanctuary, 
intending to dispose of his beasts and arrest him!’ | 
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shed with the blood of those in the air, with their organs, 

wath the undigested bits from their massive stomachs. 

"Dyke stared in uneasiness as he saw that the bigger brutes 
were decimating the Malpelo mantises, 

He'd better toss his homemade bombs into the struggle. 
qhey would kill some of his own beasts, would perhaps 
make yawning holes in the ground — but they would kill the 
javaders too, hopefully drive the few that were left back to 
their boat. And when they were there, Dyke would blow up 
thecraft and its green giants. 

He would also dynamite the three boats of sightseers and 
policemen who still rode the waves off the island. He would 
reorganize his 6wn mantises, let them feed upon the remains 
of the strangers. He would continue his life, go on to make 
itwhat he had planned it to be. / 

He turned back into his two rooms, motioning Slayer to 
go into the other half of the house. He started gathering up 
his bombs to toss into the battle. 

He paused with his empty hands in mid air as a voice said: 

‘Iwouldn’t do that if I were you, Dyke.’ 

He whirled to face a man who was new to him and yet 
somehow old as well. There was a disturbing familiarity 
about him that Dyke could not explain. 

The man was pointing his gun at Dyke’s head. ‘Come away 
from that ammunition dump.’ 

Dyke obeyed, frowning as he tried to place the man. | 

‘I’m Fritch Gaut, Ryan’s brother.’ 

Dyke stared. ‘You can’t be. My mantises ate every soul in 
Ryan’s house.” 

‘That’s what you thought. But I was gone from home 
when, you brought in those monsters and murdered my 
family. I watched it all through the window of the kitchen: 
But I didn’t have a gun, and I knew I couldn’t do anything 
except get eaten myself if I went in.” 

Dyke felt his aching head churning as he tried to remem- 
ber what it was that upset him for a moment when he was 
leaving Ryan’s place. It came to him in a stabbing flash! 
There had been a movement behind the house, the sound of 
something, or someone, disappearing into the forest. He had 
dismissed it as an animal. 

Tt had not been an animal, 
Yt had been Fritch Gaut, 
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And now Fritch was standing before Dyke with my, 
in his eyes. 

Dyke said, ‘My chief mantis is in the other room, When 
call him, he’ll eat you alive. And your gun will be no 
against his shell.” 

‘I know. And I am prepared to die when I have aven 
your killing of my family. But you will die with me.’ 

“You hope.’ 

‘I know. The second you call your mantis, I will shoot 
you.” 

Dyke swallowed his growing fear, putting out a bravado 
and calm he did not feel. ‘All right, Fritch. If we're both 
going to end up dead in this room, tell me something, Tel, 
me where you got your mantises,” 

‘I was going to tell you that before I killed you. I fo. 
lowed you and your truckload of killers when you left our 
place. I saw you leave for Malpelo in your boat. I'd heard 
stories of the giant praying mantises on-that island and als 
on the new island of Marno.’ 

‘So you went to Marno.” 

‘Right. I made myself a suit of armor that they couldn't 
bite through — it’s outside your door now ~ and I took them 
a lot to eat. They left me alone and ate each other if they 
didn’t have anything else. 

‘Just like the ones here.” 

Dyke kept his voice low, unafraid. He might be able to 
talk Fritch out of shooting him. Or if he couldn’t do that, he 
might watch his chance, dodge the bullet that came when 
he called Slayer and thus escape death. He might see his 
redhead eat this man yet. 

The visitor went on, ‘I knew my best chance to kill you 
would be to bring my mantises here to fight yours. And my 
plan’s going fine.” 

‘What do you mean, “‘fine”’?” 

‘The war is to the death out there.” 

‘I know that. But...” 

“You have no mantis wholly alive. All of them are crippled 
or dying, half-eaten or already dead. Look out your door, 
over my shoulder. You will see I’m not lying.’ 

Dyke peered out the door. Even with his blurred vision 
and without birioculars, he could see that the battle was 
almost over. Only a few beasts remained of the Malpelo 
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warriors, and those few were hobbling about, tolling on the 
ground, clawing the air helplessly as they lay dying, 

He said, “Your mantises will be dead too. A lot of them 
are.’ 

‘I am prepared for that. And it won't affect me much. I 
have plenty more of them on Marno. But you have no other 
defenders of this island of yours.’ 

‘Tl get along.’ 


Dyke readied himself to drop to the floor as he called his , 


chief mantis just before Fritch fired. 

He shouted, ‘Slayer, come in, friend!” 

And he dropped down, 

Fritch fired, but the bullet hit the wall harmlessly, 

The great mantis was in the room. in a bound, leaping 
upon the intruder with both his green feet, bearing the man. 
to the fioor at once. 

But Fritch still held his gun. He writhed under the hee 
struggling to reaim the weapon at Dyke. 

Dyke shouted, ‘Eat him, Slayer! Eat him alive.” 

And the insect bit off the man’s left arm, casting it aside 
for later eating. He sucked at the blood flowing,from the 
hole where the arm had been, then bit out a chunk of the 
man’s shoulder flesh and munched it, hissing as he ate. 

Fritch raised his right arm and fired, 

Dyke saw the shot too late and took it the left side of his 


upper chest. He sank back, knowing that the bullet would: 


destroy his heart, his breath, his life, 

Fritch tried to raise his arm again and tried to fire another 
bullet, this one into the mantis. 

But Slayer was too quick for him. The insect snapped off 
the arm and then the legs, and settled down to the enjoy- 
ment of the meal that this stranger had brought him. 

Dyke lay in his corner, waiting to die but clinging to life 
as long as he could. 

When Fritch’s blood was splashed about the room and 
Slayer had dined upon every acceptable part of him, crack- 
ing the skull and sucking the brain from it as his final Gaut 
delicacy, the great mantis turned toward Dyke. 


With a suddenness, Dyke realized that his foul-smelling _ 


protection was partly washed off. He had been wading in 
the sea an hour ago to take fish off hislines, * 
Slayer did not seem satisfied with eating Fritch. He was 
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eyeing Dyke hungrily, apparently no longer a 3) 
a master but a wild thing in search of susten; ce, 
Dyke remembered the poison he had stirred into {i 
patch of his potion, an added precaution he'd fates! a 
any mantis that tried to take a bite of him. It was 4... 
ful drug that should kill all living things, even a giant 
even Slayer, the biggest and best of themall, 
The beast bent his head and sniffed Dyke from heag 
foot. His eyes gleamed as they stopped on the unprot 
feet. 
Dyke shouted, ‘No, Slayer, friend. No, don’t eat me 
But the beast did not seem to hear him. His horrendoy, 
claws shot out and hacked off the right foot, breaking yj, 
ankle bone. 


ae Obey, 
My 


~' He raised the foot and ate the small bites of flesh j 


contained. 
Then he stooped to take his next bite of the man, 
Dyke thrust his leg forward, the upper portion where the 
potion covered it, the caked mass that held the poison 
Slayer had smelled Dyke’s odor so long that he did no 
appear to be diverted by it. He took a bite of the leg, sev 
ingit at the knee, sitting down to chew it to bits. 
Dyke saw his own blood dyeing the floor now, rushinghin 
toward his demise. He hoped Slayer would die with hin, 


, leaving no living thing on Malpelo. 


_And as he strained his eyes, trying to ignore his pounding 
head, he saw Slayer pause, gulp hurriedly, and then stop 
where he stood. In the next moment he was slumping 40, 
“bunching onto the floor. 

"Dyke thought, We will die together, as friends should dit 

+ tis the first time for him. 

Buti it is the second time for me. 

y » Only. this time it will be real. There will be no vag" oe 
. save me, no doctor to stash my wounds. 

+ Oh, well, no matter. I have lived my life. 
' Ihave met my most important goals. 
‘Iwill not mind dying again. 
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